MEMORIES OF 


SANDRA ANDERSON 


VOLUME THREE 
& BOOK OF FANTASY 
(STORIES FOURTEEN-NINETEEN) 








ORIGINALLY HANDWRITTEN BY 
YSANDRA, THE WITCH 








Memories of Sandra Anderson 


Volume Three 


Six fantasy stories 


[fourteen-nineteen | 


written by Ysandra, the Witch 


(alias Tanya Ferris) 


Copyright © 2021 
All rights reserved 
This book may not be reproduced, 
in part or in full, digital or otherwise, 


without prior written permission from the author. 


Memories of Sandra Anderson 


an astral explorer 


An interminable exploration through the infinite worlds of 
fantasy, as far as the most remote areas of the cosmic 
network is still going on; a magical journey into the 
abysses of the unconscious mind, a jumble of primordial 


symbols, subconscious desires, metaphysical quest. 


Fateful choices, traversing the spiral vortex of time and 
space, lead the heroine and the reader beyond the 
insupportable earthly reality, to inconceivable dream- 
lands or, even, nightmarelands. 

However, even the worst nightmare is more preferable 


than everyday life... 


Each adventure is a personal magic ritual. I cannot 
foresee the result of such rituals, but there must always be 
a result, for there are points of contact between the 


material world and the astral planes. 


More is yet to come... 


Story Fourteen: The Legend of the Bone Pyramid 
written from 6" January 
to 5" March, 1994 


How many times has this occurred before? I have hoped and hoped 
again, but there is nobody and nothing here for me, the fifteen-year- 
old Emma. Another year has passed and there still seems to be no 
way I can get closer to my beloved George Dim; I just watch him 
bantering, even dallying with other girls at school, while I feel so far 
away... 





However, this morning something 

extraordinary happened: I saw him 
while on the bus to school. I don't 
mean George; I mean Peter of the — 
Stars! I observed him carefully, over 
and over again, and I could hardly { 
believe my eyes: the young man 
standing by the door looked exactly like 
Peter — the red, voluminous, shiny hair; 
the green, sparkling eyes; the slender, i 
sensual body... I didn't dare approach Sx 

or talk, to him of course. He got off 
three bus stops later and he was gone | 
for ever... 


I sought Peter of the Stars in my dreams that night. As I was 
sinking in unconsciousness, his figure was outlined in my 
imagination clearer and clearer — and there he stood before me, bold 
and attractive, looking at me with astonished eyes. I ran to him and 
embraced him tenderly, his arms felt wonderfully warm around me, 
but... I could also hear his heart pounding in anguish. I released him 
anxiously, expecting him to explain what was wrong. 


“Go away! Before it's too late!” he only said and escaped through an 
open window behind him. 
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Having just landed on that insignificant asteroid, I, Sandra 
Anderson, hid behind a thick, tree trunk, by the lake shore and 
watched Lord Kochon rushing into the anchored, luxurious yacht 
where Peter had taken refuge. Before I Rnew it, he had already 
cornered Peter outside the rear cabins, aiming to Rill him with his 
laser sword. To my dismay, Peter was lying down, trapped and 
unarmed; yet, he kept on staring at the menacing enemy with 
enigmatic serenity. 


Lord Kochon swayed his laser sword threateningly and uttered: “You 
Rnow it's all over for you, but your pride is still bigger than your 
fear!” 

Right then I noticed a party of four young women, all of them 
astoundingly beautiful, like fashion models; they all had long, blond 
hair and perfect, slim bodies; having accommodated themselves by a 
swimming pool at the stern, they were basking in the sun, wearing 
dazzling, provocative swimsuits. They were all watching the fight 
from a safe distance, in cruel amusement. What's going on here? I 
wondered. 


I left my hiding place and approached the yacht cautiously, lest I 
would be seen by the Lord or his men. Before any of them Rnew it, I 
was aboard. 


Kochon lifted his laser sword, ready to give the final blow to his 
fallen opponent. 


“I Rnow, Peter of the Stars, that you are not at all invincible when 
you are out of Eldyla and its magic! Prepare to die!” he groaned 
maliciously. 


“You've tried the same trick, before, Kochon! It didn't work!” I 
chipped in. 


He stood still and looked at me with a pale face. 
“Sandra Anderson!” he stammered. “It's you again!” 


Peter jumped at the chance to sweep his enemy off his feet with a 


fast low Rick, The space vagabond was caught off guard, lost his 
balance and collapsed awkwardly on the deck, Peter pounced on him 
and landed him one on the face; Lord Kochon was stunned for a 
moment, and Peter got the chance to grab the laser sword. Next 
moment he was standing tall and triumphant over the dazed enemy, 
while the women were giggling and cheering on their deckchairs. 


“You saw that, girls?” said one of them with a frivolous laugh, as if 
they had been watching a theatrical play. 


She looked quite impressive with her baby face, all those precious 
jewels, and the long, golden hair dyed in the colours of the rainbow 
from the neck down. I liked it so much, that I decided to dye my hair 
similarly as soon as possible... 


Peter's explanations regarding his relationship with those women 
were not really satisfactory; he told me they were "new, good friends 
of his", and they had revealed to him a certain secret about a "gate to 
other universes" that lies beyond the known galaxies... 


He was reluctant to be more specific but, as we were leaving the 
asteroid in my spacecraft, admiring the fine view of the serene lake, 
the overcast night sky and the bright lightning crowning the yacht, 
he spoke to me about the existence of the Bone Pyramid — a legend 
for many worlds. In the beginning I was skeptical, then I decided to 
go for it. 

As about Lord Kochon, he was not at all interested in the Bone 
Pyramid or any other legend; he had just followed Peter there, away 
from Eldyla, hoping to defeat and get rid of him once and for all; and 
he had failed once again... 
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All right, I admit it. It was naive of me to pilot my new spacecraft 
anywhere near the Yrkanian Dominion — though I took special care 
never to enter it. I had just wanted to save some time and hoped to 
go unseen, as that one was a new space vessel; however, the 
Yrkanian Starguard was soon after me, compelling me to land on a 
deserted, small planet. Peter and I got out at once, with laser guns in 


hand, and hid behind some craggy rocks nearby. 


In no time we were surrounded by Yrkanian military space vessels, 
and Peter started firing at them down with his laser weapon. It was 
in vain, of course; they were just too many. 


“There's nothing to do, Peter! I'm afraid we have to give in!” I cried 
desperately, lowering my gun. 


“I... I don't like this!” he stammered, having just given up the fight. 


I didnt either, but it was our only hope to survive for the time 
being... 


A few minutes later, we were arrested by Venor's soldiers. 


“So”, asked the prince stern, “Can you tell me why you decided to fly 
so close to the Yrkanian Empire?” 


“This arrest is meaningless and against the law; we have done 
nothing wrong”, I replied, as calm as possible. 


“Come on, Sandra”, chuckled Venor. “You would have never flown so 
close to the Empire but for a very good reason!” 


I just stayed taciturn; Venor approached and looked at me straight 
into the eyes. 


‘I think, you Rnow very well about our destination, don't you 
Venor?” I said finally. 


“As a matter of fact...” 


He got even nearer and I considered this could be a good chance of 
escaping: I attacked him at once with a view to capturing him and 
forcing the soldiers to set us free — however I was not quick enough: 
I was shot at once with lasers and collapsed into Venor's hands 
right away. His scream "Sandra!" was the last thing I heard before 
sinking into nothingness. 
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I woke up in metal walls, undoubtedly in some Yrkanian prison. I 
was in torpor, feeling very weak, but I could hear that Peter had 
somehow managed to escape and Venor shouted to everybody 
outraged. 


As about my lethargy, I could already suspect what was causing it 
and why. 


“You think, she will confess everything, now?” a man’s voice rang in 
my ears. 


“I think she will; our truth serum has been invincible so far!” another 
one responded. 


At that moment I realized my hands were fastened to the arms of a 
metal chair; Venor was sitting opposite me, while two of his guards 
were standing by the door, armed with laser weapons. 


The prince wanted to know the exact destination of my last trip, and 
all I wished right then was to tell him all about it. 


“Peter and I were looking for an astral gate to other universes: the 
Bone Pyramid...” 


For a moment there was absolute silence in the room. 
“That's a myth!” exclaimed Venor then. 


“Yet it exists! It lies beyond the Yrkanian Empire, beyond the Rnown 
galaxies!” 


“Do you... do you Rnow where it is exactly?” stuttered Venor, trying 
to contain his impatience. 


“It's not as far as you may think!” I responded enigmatically. 


Suddenly I was feeling awake, fully awake, and so much stronger 
any minute. The power was coming to me fast, and I just relished the 
sensation. 


“Is it possible that such a thing exists?” wondered Venor aloud. 


“I am not sure’, I replied in a low voice, “but... let's see with our 
own eyes!” 














Next moment I got \ 
rid of my shackles > 
and the chair. 
Neither Venor, nor 


his guards had the 


time to be scared... 


A thick, ectoplasm |, 
mass came out of @y \ 
my solar plexus and hay a 

crashed against the (7, a | 
opposite wall, cove- @ ¢-~ 
ring it almost all of aa tin 

it in no time. Venor 
stepped back, full 
of astonishment, bs Pa 
watching the ecto- |) “_<@ 
plasm twirl and 
proliferate violent- 
ly, taking dreadful forms, finally opening a black hole in the middle, 


which gaped like a mouth of darkness; next moment I was already in 
trance, reciting the truth in odd verses: 


“It's reproducing itself incredibly fast; it must be functioning as a 
dimensional conduit, absorbing energy from the astral planes, 
automatically transforming this energy into ectoplasm; nevertheless, 
the crevice may take uncontrollable dimensions, the flow of energy 


may spread in two directions, absorbing life from the whole of this 
level...” 


However, the ectoplasm mass suddenly stopped growing. 


“Nevertheless, the dimensional conduit has been sealed and its 
reproductive uterus has been rendered inert...” I went on breathless. 


Next instant the black, whole was not all black, anymore; 
unspeakable, terrifying forms were being materialized inside it, 
clearer and clearer, moment by moment... all kinds of sculls and bones 


placed one upon the other, forming a grotesque pyramid under a 
starlit sky... 


& 


ow wondrous!” I said smiling. “I must get there, right away!” 


The ectoplasm never returned to my solar plexus; instead I was 
absorbed into its black centre, straight to the Bone Pyramid in space, 
before everybody's wide open eyes. 


Within a second the ectoplasm mass collapsed to its centre and 
disappeared instantly. Venor was more excited than ever. 


“T must get there too!” he announced. “As soon as possible!” 
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Somewhere beyond all Rnown galaxies lies the Bone Pyramid — 
primeval, legendary, solitary, unique, wreathed in a weird 
atmosphere of incredible energy; it is made of bones and death 
symbols, hovering in the deathly silence of space; a sacred place of 
worship for entire constellations. 


I was already there, admiring and waiting; I had been expecting 
Peter of the Stars to be here soon — I can't tell for how long, but time 


has no real meaning in such places... 


A strange, cylindrical space vessel landed in the perimeter and 
somebody came out of it. It was a most charming, glowing man, who 
attracted the attention of everybody immediately. It was Peter of the 
Stars. I ran to him at once, we kissed and hugged full of passion, 
then we talked for a while smiling. The others -men and women- 
could hardly conceal their jealousy. 


“The Bone Pyramid is not as ancient as it is believed to be’, I 
overheard someone say. “The ancient peoples were not that advanced 
in sciences; it was not built in the 3" century before Marduk, but in 
the 7" century after Marduk,..” 
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The surrounding environment was more than bizarre; we were 
standing on an immense glass-like deck, embedded with skeleton 
parts of various sizes and shapes; the Bone Pyramid rose right before 
us, lit by a red sun that sent its spectral rays all over the place. 





“So, that's the gate to other universes... yet nobody has dared use it 
so far!” I said excited and pensive at the same time. 


“Just a moment’, uttered Peter then and signed for me to be silent, 
giving me the impression he was trying to hear something. 


Next moment I could hear it too — a strange, humming noise coming 
from afar; I looked up and saw... 


It was the Lethe, a gigantic cosmic vampire, a living energy 
accumulator owned by Venor, dominating the darkness of space; 
everybody stood still and watched it coming closer and closer to the 
Bone Pyramid, as it had already begun to open its horrible tentacles. 


“We should have Rnown’”, murmured Peter thoughtful. 


“We must do something!” I exclaimed in agony. “This thing must not 
stay here for long!” 


“... Peter could not utter a word. 


“Your new space vessel... judging by its shape... it can travel in time, 
can't it?” I asked then. 


“Yes, but I can't see how this can help’, he replied. 


In the meantime, the Lethe was opening up, getting bigger and 
bigger, gradually developing to full size, still humming ominously 
over our heads. 


We rushed into Peter's spacecraft and he started the engines at once; 
the cylindrical vessel hovered in space fast, right over the top of the 
Bone Pyramid, where the energy flow was most intense. There were 
thinner cylinders whirling faster and faster, one inside the other, 
inside the thick, walls of the vessel, while odd-shaped turbines 
provided even more energy for the final take-off. 


I assumed everybody was watching in wonder, as the spacecraft was 
not visible continuously; it appeared and disappeared before their 
eyes in time spans of seconds, until it was gone for good. 
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We were already travelling very far from the Bone Pyramid and the 


Lethe, but we could see spy into Venor's starship through the 
dimensional lense in our bridge deck, 


I was quite surprised to see that young, blond woman standing by 
the prince of Yrkania; she was impressively beautiful, like a 
mannequin, wearing very fashionable clothes: a black leather jacket, 
a silk white brouse, red trousers and dark glasses that enhanced her 
charm. I was astounded to realise she looked familiar; I had certainly 
seen her before — yes, that was one of Peter's “good friends”, one of 
those who had informed him about the Bone Pyramid, and I knew 
those creatures could not 6e trusted... 
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Venor turned towards her and told her something; she responded 
with a soft smile, while the Lethe -now fully developed- could be 
seen clearly through the oval window behind them. 


“Everything is ready!” Peter's voice broke my concentration. “We can 
be transferred into Venor's starship, but remember: We won't have 
much time! So... five... four... three... two... one... Now!” 


It was a nasty surprise for Venor, when the alarm sounded deafening 
everywhere in his starship. 


“What?!” he faltered in perplexity. 


Next moment he was watching the Lethe closing gradually its 
tentacles and withdrawing slowly from the Bone Pyramid. 


“That's impossible!” he shouted, pulling out his laser weapon. 


“You, go to your room at once!” he ordered the blonde, and she fled at 
the double. 


Peter had just hacked the main intelligence system and sent an order 
of withdrawal to the Lethe. 


“Be quick, Peter!” I cried full of anguish, as I Rnew there was also 
something else to be done. 


The Yrkanian operators were out of action, some guards were dead, 
but the alarm was still hissing demonically. More guards, a lot more, 
would arrive within seconds — and that would be the end... 


“Almost... Now... Done!” announced Peter in triumph, having 
caused permanent damage on the software that controlled the Lethe. 


“Not so fast, Peter!” Venor's voice sounded rough behind us. 


The prince of Yrkania had just found us and the room was already 
full of armed guards. 


“We are trapped!” I stammered in despair. 
“It's a lot worse than that!” said Venor complacently. 


Yet, not everything was lost yet... Has the time come or not? I 
wondered in agony and had a quick look at my bracelet time counter. 


“What are you looking at, Sandra?” asked Venor and walked to me 
hastily, always threatening me with his gun. 


Let's just hope it isn't too late... I pondered. Right at that moment 
an instant time and space lacuna was formed; all things around us 
vibrated and melted away like ghosts; Peter and I were no longer 
there. 
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Next instant we were back, in Peter's spacecraft, which was 
programmed to perform a space warp right away. 


We landed elsewhere at last, very far away from that space sector 
and its extreme dangers. I can't tell where we had ended up exactly, 
but as soon as we came out of the space vessel I figured out it must 
have been a kind of fashion show. There were numerous dazzling 
mannequins (to my amazement, some of them resembled Peter's "good 
friends"), all of them wearing impressive clothes and jewels, while 
strutting on a long, brightly lit catwalk one after the other. 


“Another show? I don't think I can endure one more show!” I heard 
someone say jokingly. 


Next instant a strong Rick. on my abdomen made me double up of 
pain. 
“It's all your fault, Sandra”, a man's voice rang metallic in my ears. 


“I have just lost a precious chance to exploit an astral gate, and 
that's because of you!” 


It was Venor's voice. 


Then, as if in slow motion, I took,a glimpse of him as he drew his 
laser weapon on me. I barely managed to avoid the mortal laser beam 
by springing aside and falling awkwardly behind a bulky desk, I 
pulled out my laser gun at once, while Peter assaulted the prince 
with a fast somerset on air; it was Venor's turn to lose balance but 
not for long; he was back, on his feet in almost no time, ready for 
another attack, 


“Peter, watch out!” I cried. 


No sooner had the enemy fired than Peter jumped up, stepped on a 
wall and twisted his body in an incredible somersault, with a view to 
landing on Venor's chest; yet the prince moved fast enough to avoid 
the terrible blow, firing against me at the same time. I barely dodged 
the mortal ray, springing away from that desk, which was reduced to 
ashes. Then it was my turn to fire, and so on for some endless 
minutes, until I had a good shot and Venor collapsed behind a big, 
crimson sofa; I Rnew he wasn't dead, because my laser weapon had 
been adjusted to the anesthetic effect... 


Peter and I ran to him immediately, only to find out Venor was no 


longer Lying on the floor. I assumed he had just rushed out of the ajar 
door nearby, to the luxurious veranda overlooking a serene lake. 


“How did he do that? How did he follow us?” I asked Peter then. 


“I don't know! He ts incredible, indeed!” exclaimed Peter, genuinely 
surprised. 


Well, he had come too near me at the time of transfer, I reckoned. 


We didn't want to go on with that conversation; we both dashed out 
to the veranda and scrutinized the whole place with our eyes, our 
laser guns always in hand. Venor was nowhere to see. 


Peter hastened to the left one of the two thick pillars that held a 
finely-built decorative pediment, and looked cautiously behind it. I 
followed hesitantly, but Peter appeared again at once; so did Venor. 


“He sought to escape”, explained Peter stern. “But I stopped him just 
in time”. 


s At that moment Venor's 
“» knees seemed to  6e¢ 
," bending, as if he was 
feeling too groggy to 
| stand. He leaned on the 
} pillar breathless, probably 
gy still weak from the shot. 


“It's over, Sandra’, he 
said in a low voice. “You 
have won...” 
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I, Emma, had no more energy left to complete this astral adventure; 
however, as soon as I woke up drowsy, I had the feeling it would 
soon be over, anyway. 


Then, I shut my eyes for a moment, only to experience a very vivid 
hypnagogic hallucination: it was the slender, well-trained figure of 
Sandra Anderson, dressed in a tight-fitting, white uniform with a 


deep V-neck, that made her look quite attractive; her long, black, 
voluminous hair waved in a soft breeze; she raised her head and 
looked at me straight into the eyes, as if she was aware of my 
existence. Can this be possible? I wondered, just a second before I 
was fully awake. 


Sandra's face was receding fast from my memory, while an odd 
stanza was echoing in my mind: 


Time and life goes by, 

as you're trying to ignore 
that the days of hope 
belong to the past... 


HH 


Story Fifteen: Days of Light and Shadow 
written from 26°” March 


to 15° May, 1994 


IJow come decided to come to this party? fJaven't 


always known that such experiences are not for persons 


like me, [ mma? 


ere am now, cornered by an intoxicated, conceited bum 
who is boasting about his "special adventures" through 


cocaine: 


“live made love with gorgeous female demons while 
hovering on air, in the middle of my bedroom! Coan you 
imagine the thrill?” 


«| have done the same with an alien, in the middle of space, 
our existences spreading all over the universe...” 
responded sincerely, unable to keep my mouth shut 


anymore. 


fe looked at me aghast; his astonished face was worth all 
the time and the patience had lost. 


“lt was one of the most powerful astral experiences I've 


ever had!” went on, amused. 


«Astral experiences?” 


“Yeah...” 
“live lived through thousands of sparkling rainbows, and 


were them alll” he announced then, smiling complacently. 


“live created multiple rainbows that spread all over the 
universe and I've let them fade away into the original 
cosmic vortex, which is continually seething and whirling, 
screaming and vibrating, creating worlds...” said in a most 


evocative manner that left him speechless. 


Ie stayed taciturn for a moment or two; then he glanced 
at his glass of whiskey and moved away, leaving me alone 
by the big mirror that reflected charmingly the colourful, 
bright lights of the party. 


ae that moment, the front door opened and some new, 
joyful faces trooped in, laughing and talking jovially to the 
hostess. Sipping my fruit punch abstractedly, could 
hardly hear what they were saying for was already sinking 
into elsewhere and elsewhen... 
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It's been a while since |, Sandra Anderson, have been 
staying with a tribe of warriors in the desert irra, which 
covers most of the homonymous planet. agreed to come 
here after Peter's request: he has always been on friendly 
terms with this tribe, but they have been facing strange, 


multiple problems recently, as he explained to me. 


| am highly esteemed by the whole tribe, having proved my 
worth in martial arts more than once. have dyed my hair 
blond, so that don't look much different from the others 
here, and | am wearing clothes similar to theirs: a leather 
top with metal breast cups anda short, variegated skirt, as 
well as gold jewels. Peter iS always with me, of course, but 
50 isa dazzling, red-haired woman, who seems to be giving 
him the glad eye continuously. And, yes, | am beginning to 


feel somewhat irritated... 





As the blazing SUN Was risi 


dunes that surround our oasis, tried hard to ignore the 
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ng Ger the golden lise, velvet 


redhead who was sitting ona rock just a few metres away, 
gazing at Peter hungrily, once again, She was dressed ina 


very Sexy, silver-coloured, warriors outfit; it was so 


provocative that Peter could barely take his eyes off her. 


All of a sudden she stood up and accosted my man ina 
most seductive manner, ignoring me completely, as if were 
invisible. She stood between him and me, and started 
talking to him in a sensual voice that drove me mad. Ie 


only smiled at her and responded eagerly... 


‘| here was No way could allow this to go on any longer; 
without thinking about it at all, | just grabbed her from 
behind and pushed her violently down on the hot sand. 


watched her kneel on her right knee, as she was trying to 
stand up again, staring at me in surprise rather than anger. 
Next moment she had risen dominant and aggressive, 
aiming at me with an odd-shaped fire gun. fer silver- 
coloured uniform shone ominously in the flaming 
environment; her big blue eyes were riveted on me, 


meaning no good. ‘Then she shot at me... 


| jumped up instantly and kicked the weapon off her 
hands, which stunned her for a second. rat fast side kick of 
mine took her off guard and made her collapse on the 
sand; pounced on her right away and we fought bare- 
handed for a while; in the meantime, more and more 
members of the tribe were gathering around us, shouting, 
giggling and betting on the winner. had no idea where 


Peter was or what he was doing. 


With a sharp movement, tore the bodice of her uniform 
and uncovered her small breasts. Suddenly, was no 
longer in the mood for a fight. | his was not what | had 
come here for. | just let her be and walked away... 
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ANS soon as reached the ancient elephant cemetery, a 
sacred place to all the tribes of the desert, not very far 
from our settlement, drew my laser sword and began to 
walk among the sun-bleached skeletons and scattered 
bones. What am / doing here? wondered, as was 
rambling among the whitened skeletons, Fully alert. 
Suddenly, a sharp hissing sound urged me to turn and 


look around for imminent danger. 


AS iF just waking up, knew what was that: couldn't see it 
yet, but had no doubt it was Jasonne coming towards me 
~ the monster had come here to kill and free all tribes of 


its insatiable hunger. 


could hear him approaching fast, among golden dunes 
and broken bones, all the way towards me, and there was 


no way could CSCS P eH: 


| gasped for breath as soon as | faced him; he was 
dreadful of course, a gigantic hybridic creature whose 
body parts reminded of many different known or unknown 
animals; particularly noticed the three huge, pointed 


horns and the very long, sharp teeth in its ugly mouth; he 
was the living terror of many desert tribes, assaulting their 


settlements every time it felt hungry. 


Nevertheless, Jasonne proved to be not so hard to kill; as 
soon as he saw me, he just dashed towards me with an 
open mouth; | jumped on its right knee, twisted my body 
on air so as to prevent him from catching me in his terrible 
claws, and pierced his heart with my laser sword. ‘The 
monster collapsed with a terrible death-rattle, then it burst 
ina blinding crimson light and disappeared from sight ~ 
which means it wasn't really a material being but a 
summoned inter-dimensional entity. Anyway, that was it. 


Mission accomplished... 


should have returned to the settlement in triumph, but 
didn't. can't really explain why, but soon was heading 
south, until discovered the entrance to the so-called 
Black (ave ~ Jasonne's hiding place. Feeling an 
inexplicable impulse to explore the monster's den, walked 
and walked through its dark tunnels — no wonder why they 
called it "the Black Cave". expected to find something 
there, maybe treasures, maybe skeleton parts, maybe 
something else; yet found nothing at all, which felt even 


more ee os (a 


When Finally reached the exit, that is a narrow opening 


to the sunlight and the sea, touched my neck 
inadvertently and realised had lost my gold necklace, 
probably during the Fight. sighed of disappointment, but 
turning back and looking for it right then was out of the 


question. 


‘The seascape before me looked just fantastic, but Felt 
too weak to stand and admire it; | just collapsed to the 
sand of the deserted seashore, as was literally 
exhausted... 
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‘The torpor was gone sooner than had expected, and 
could stand up with a rare feeling of lightness. came 
nearer to the smashing waves and relished the wonderful 
view of the endless ocean that spread before me for a few 


seconds. 


Es if Following a mysterious, inner voice, walked slowly 
into the water, until was under the surface, swimming to 


unknown depths for an indeterminable span of time... 


lt proved to be one of the most fascinating experiences in 
my life ~ all those magical colors created by the sun rays 
reaching down, the serene beauty of the deep waters 
shimmering onto rocks and corals, fine sea anemones, tall 
seaweed and thriving sponges, as well as schools of fish 


swimming all around; such a sharp contrast to the arid 


sand dunes of the desert... 


swam on, further and further into vertiginous depths, 
until could do nothing but lean against a flat rock and 
admire in awe: had just found out an underwater city built 
on multiple levels upon the rocks of the seabed; it 
consisted of hemispherical, golden edifices, 50 wondrous 
and enchanting... lt was just impossible for me to resist its 


hypnotising effect; had to go on... 


Jnitially was surprised at the fact that the golden city was 
entirely unguarded, open to any visitor or invader... 
slowly passed by its vaulted structures — marvelous, 
translucent homes of who knows what kind of creatures; 
like mesmerized slid along the tortuous paths to hidden 
squares and ascending passageways leading to superior 


levels. 


Admiration soon turned to anxiety, driven by an 
increasing sense of emptiness; there was not a soul in 
there, it all gave me the impression ofa ghost city... soon 
realized | could no longer recall the way back, as | was 
eventually lost in the mysterious, innumerable alleys, 
swimming higher and higher to superior levels, until 


stopped tired, bewildered, but Fully alert. 
Suddenly, something changed; had a very intense 


feeling of presences and voices that weren't there before. 


looked around and inside the vaults surrounding me, and 
yes, there was agitation in some of them. paused and 
watched breathless; soon they all became inert and vacant 
again, apart from one that seemed to be active, forming 
specific images inside it; they were blurred in the 
beginning, as if made of mist, then the scenes got clearer 
and clearer, and could do nothing but stay there and 
observe flabbergasted... 


recognized our settlement, but there was no longer 
peace and quiet there; my heart sank as realized the tribe 
had been attacked by alien warriors ~ that is Venor and 
some of his soldiers! Why indeed? | wondered. What can 
they possibly want from some primitive desert dwellers, 


who live on martial arts and meditation? 


‘The battle was rather vehement, since the warriors of the 
tribe ~even the women- were extremely skilled and fearless. 
fowever, the enemies were armed with laser weapons and 
there was no way the tribe could win; some of them 
perished during the battle, some others were forced to 
surrender, but Peter wouldn't give in. Fighting against a 
great number of fiends, he Finally pulled out his two 
magnetic boomerangs and threatened Venor with them, 


leaving everybody dumbfounded. 
“Very impressive”, chuckled the prince of Y rkania. «Pyut 


haven't you noticed how many WEAPONS are now being 


aimed at you?” 


Peter froze for a fraction of a second and had a quick 


look around. Venor was right. 


«The tribe has lost the battle and you will soon be dead, 


unless you surrender’, the prince went on triumphant. 


Next moment Peter launched the boomerangs; Venor 
ducked just in time and avoided being struck, but his men 
weren't so swift; most of them were seriously injured and 
Fell down unconscious. 

Right then, a sharp burning pain pierced Peter's ribs, and 
he collapsed on the sand with a weak cry. ‘The red-haired 
woman ran to him, full of tears. 


“Take them alll” Venor's rough voice echoed all around. 


Some of the soldiers hurried to execute the order; Peter 
came to himself slowly, only to be handcuffed and added 


to the prisoners. 


In the meantime, two Y rkanian warriors approached the 


prince, looking rather preoccupied, 


“We couldn't find her anywhere, sir! She isn’t here!” 


announced one of them. 


“Nhat do you mean she isn't here? Where can she be?” 
shouted Venor, obviously losing his patience. 


«The last time saw her, she was walking to the ancient 
elephant cemetery”, declared the redhead then, to 


everybody's surprise. 


“\Ne've sent a squad there as welll? said the other one. 


“Pyut they haven't returned yet! 


“Ne aren't leaving without her! Am clear enough?” 


shouted Venor in an overbearing VOICE: 


is men looked at each other in wonder, but nobody 


dared uttera word. 


«T here! They are coming!” another soldier cried, making 
everybody look that way. 


“We were at the elephant cemetery”, said one of the 
three, as soon as they approached. “We searched 
everywhere, but all we found is this!” he explained, handing 
a fine gold necklace to the prince. 


«That belonged to Sandra’, said Peter sadly, and his 


heart sank. 
“Where did you find this exactly?” asked Venor. 


rat the southern end of the cemetery, by the entrance of 
the Black Cave...” 


“The cave of the monster! Jasonne's den!” exclaimed one 


of the prisoners. 


Nobody uttered a word fora couple of seconds. 


Did you... did you notice anything else there?” 


stammered \Vlenor then. 


iN Gs; don't think 50, we didn't...” 


]» 


«| mean remnants... human remnants explained Venor ina 


weak voice. 


“A monster like Jasonne eaves no remnants!” said the 
redhead gloomily. 


KREEK SE 


woke up from that extremely vivid dream, only to find 
myself in the dark. lt took me several seconds to realize 
siaginoe line bane! bexchouaunarey tess ance eal 
through a small window, | understood | was under hatches 


ina sailing-vessel. My laser sword was gone, of course. 


| didn't find much difficulty in enticing the guard who was 
standing outside my door from his duty; | knocked him out, 
took his sword and got out to the fresh sea air. crossed 
the deck cautiously, taking special care not to be seen by 
any of the other pirates who dwelt on that ship. Soon | 
had got rid of all eight of them, the captain included. 


could feel my heart pounding in my chest, as stood all 
alone in the middle of the deck, contemplating on the 
impossible situation. For a moment | imagined | were a 
pirate too, dressed in a SEXY outfit, armed with a shiny 
sword, my hair dyed pink, shimmering in the sunlight. Right 
then | experienced the power surging inside me and | felt 
SO wonderfully energized, ready to confront anything ~ 
for could sense there was still something very wrong on 


that ship... 


wandered about the & 
wooden deck for af 
while with cautious \ 
steps, taking quick 


looks at its numerous | y. 


portholes glimpsed at 
various scenes of weird 


decadence: a wild 





sexual orgy was taking 
place ina spacious cabin decorated with red curtains and 
alabaster statues; queer men were discussing something 
very SUSPICIOUS in low voices, in a chamber full of antiques; 
inside another room there were lots of old books arrayed 


on wooden shelves, as well as mysterious articles and 


artifacts, probably magic tools of abominable, dark use. 
Through another porthole watched a human skeleton 
sitting inside a metal cage, glaring at me with its hollow 
eyes; numerous human and animal sculls were placed in 
glass show-cases all around the room. What is this ship? | 


wondered, bearing all kinds of terrible SUSPICIONS. 


Finally reaching a higher deck, came outside a much 
bic cereabivane Gal accacctal ook teadeunmuenercnal: 
round scuttle. | was most astounded to see a tall, muscular, 
black-haired woman standing in the middle of a white circle 
drawn inside a much wider circle that covered almost all of 
the floor. She was dressed ina long, black, velvet gown, a 
kind of veil concealed her face, and she had just finished 


performing a kind of magic ritual, using all six of her arms! 


‘Then heard her address herself to the other dwellers of 
the ship through a kind of screen embedded on the 
opposite wall. 

“it is our sacred goal to expand the reign of chaos all 
over the planet of irra; and we can achieve that by 
summoning more and more inter-dimensional entities here, 
causing disorder and insanity to human minds... and 
remember: we don't do it for personal gain; we do it just 


for the sake of it...” 


stayed there numb for some moments, unable to believe 


what was hearing, 


Ns you all know, Jasonne, the last summoned entity 
meant to rule the minds of the desert tribes, is dead ~- 
slaughtered by that horrible woman in the cell... but she will 
be the first sacrifice to the one that will replace Jasonne... 
it will be a lot more powerful than Jasonne and it is being 
materialized right now!” she announced in an evocative 


voice that made everybody listen in devoutness. 


‘T here was absolute silence for a few moments; a sort of 
dark vapour was emerging inside the outer circle, while the 
six-arm witch was watching in Full concentration. Soon the 
vapour began to take specific shapes; first there were 
bones hovering in alr, which soon started to form a 
dreadful, standing skeleton; soon there were loathsome 
inner organs and muscles being formed faster and faster; 
full materialization would be a matter of seconds — and, 
Yes, the creature that was about to be born would be a lot 


more horrible than Jasonne... 


smashed the wooden door open with a violent front kick 
and fulminated the semi-materialized demon with a terrible 
astral blast; the creature burst into a scarlet light and 
vanished into the ionized alr, while the witch was looking at 
me flabbergasted. attacked her right after with another 


blast of psychic energy, leaving her no time to defend 


herself anyhow. 


Next moment the whole ship was exploding, as. if my 
attack had caused an unforeseeable effect of chain 
reactions; barely made it to the lower deck, persecuted 
by successive fire blasts, as well as rushing steps of frantic 
people screaming of agony and terror. | jumped into the 
sea just in time and swam all the way back to the deserted 


beach, without looking back, not even once... 


KREEK SE 


As soon as was back at the settlement again, was 
shocked to find out the tribe had indeed been attacked 
by Y rkanian soldiers; | just couldn't believe Venor had 
found me once again; this time he had arrested Peter as 


well, together with the best warriors of the tribe. 


“Sandra! I'm SO glad to see you at last!” said Venor as 


soon as he saw me approaching. 
Fora moment had the impression he meant it. 


“live sent for you, again and again; my men searched for 
you all over the elephant cemetery, into Jasonne's den, as 
far as the seashore, but they found no trace of you or the 
monster... What happened Sandra? Where have you 


been?” 


“Nhat are you doing, here, Venor?” asked back, trying to 


keep my COM POoUr 


“We have located vortexes of extreme psychic energies 
developing on this planet, especially near the elephant 
cemetery; needed to find out what they were... besides, 
where there is you, Sandra, there is always something 


strange going on!” 


“You will not find anything here; not anymore”, said 


equivocally. 


fe gave no reply, barely concealing his disappointment. 
No doubt Venor had known all about Jasonne and such 


entities, and had intended to use them for his own 


ro fPOses: 


| challenge you, 
Venor!” | announced 


then ina firm voice. 
ANhat did you say?” 


. | challenge you to a 
Fight! Bare hands! |f | 
win, you set Peter and 


the others free; lf you 





win, ['m yours too!” 


ao ) re i ; ; ‘4 7 , 
a La {= : ee 3 fe hesitated for a 


moment only. (|nder the circumstances, it was impossible 


for him to refuse. 
Jnl right, Sandra’, he agreed. «| et's Fight!” 


Next moment we both jumped into the air simultaneously, 
performing flying kicks against the enemy's head; twisting 
our bodies at the same time, was hurt on my left shoulder, 
he at his lower ribs, and we both shouted of pain. We 
exchanged Fiery looks as soon as we landed on our feet 
again. 

“Arrogant and aggressive, as always! You need a good 
lesson, Sandra!” he told me grimly. 


“You think you can teach me, Venor?” chuckled and got 
ready for another attack. 


Springing ona lofty rock for a second, performed a full 
somersault on air aiming to hit the opponent with both my 
feet; his ducked and rolled aside just in time, only with a 
slight pain on his right shoulder. 


Next moment he pounced on me outraged; before could 
do anything, felt his strong fist punching my face. 
collapsed on the sand stunned, wondering, whether he had 


just broken my jaw or not... 


heard him groan in satisfaction, and hardly anticipated 
his next assault with a quick side kick at his right temple, 
that stunned him only for a second. Right after sprang 


on my feet again, acknowledging this duel should not take 


long; the enemy was well trained and quite muscular, and 


didn't think could take another blow like that... 


tried really hard to finish the Fight with fast, SUCCESSIVE 
blows which he parried accurately; it was not long before 


was captured in his strong arms. 


« Just like the old times; once again you will be mine, 


Sandra!” he said, pressing me so hard that could barely 
breath. 


didn't quite expect it to succeed, but managed to block 
his legs with my right foot; that made him lose balance, SO 
that could throw him over my back with the proper arm 
lock. Only then did realise how exhausted was. 


sought to knock him out with a sharp blow at his head, 
while he was still lying on the sand; the only thing got was 
another violent punch on my face which sent me stumble 
back against a cluster of rocks, almost UNCONSCIOUS, my 
head spinning. 

«| get the impression you aren't in good shape today, are 
you?” Venor's ironic voice echoed like a gong in my head, 


as he was coming nearer, arrogant and threatening. 


All right, let's be clever; just stay put and don't make a 
move, told myself mentally, my heart pounding like a drum, 
as Venorhad already reached me. 


«This is where you end, Sandra!” heard him utter 
between his teeth, as he was getting ready to deliver the 
final blow. 


Only then did | rise and strike fast with a terrible side kick 


aimed at the enemy's heart. 
“Not yet, Venor, not yet! shouted. 


‘y hat took him by Surprise; he tried to avoid the blow by 
ducking awkwardly, which resulted in his getting a sharp 
blow at the throat. de knelt down breathless, before 


collapsing SeEMI-UNCONSCIOUS. 


bent over him, grasped his hair and whispered in his ear: 
lt is over, Venor; I've beaten you once again...” 


KREEK SE 


As soon as |, Emma, took my eyes off my glass and 
glanced around again, was very pleasantly surprised to 
see one of the newcomers was a lot different than the 
others: he was probably older, maybe thirty, but he looked 
really gorgeous, exactly like Venor! Incredible but ture! 
Mis long blond hair, his decisive face, his well-trained 
body, his air of supremacy attracted everybody's 


attention for some moments. 


‘Then, a miracle: qe paused and stared at me for a 


fraction of a second that seemed to last centuries. Our 


eyes met in a kind of mutual acknowledgment; we smiled at 
each other slightly ~ then he passed by me and got mixed 
with the other guests in the party. Fe seemed to have 
Forgotten about me all at once, but for some strange 
reason | didn't mind at all. | was just feeling so wonderfully 


excited... 


HHH 


Story Spiteen: Undercover of the Past 
writen from 22° May 
30" July, 004 


Here we go again... Did it really have to end up this way? J mean, a simple 
music lesson at school becoming a kind of party, where all, pupils take turns in 
playing an instrument, or singing 4 Ong, OF dancing, orall tree... 


9, Emma, am the only one who's sitting at a desk all alone, watching the 
others having a whale of a time, ignoring me ostentatiously, as if 7 were 
invisible ~ the same as usual, that is, Gradually sinking in self-pity, Ive come 
to wonder: Could it be an unconscious funpoose of theirs to eventually 
exterminate me by “sing contempt as their weapon? 


9 would like so much to walk out of | the class into the fresh air outside, but this is 
out of the question; if 9 did so, 9 would be considered either a coward or a 
misfit, besides 9 would be marked as absent 


Nevertheless, 9 have to react somehow; taking a deep breath, 9 stand. up and 
walk to the unused organ in the corner; 9 am not so sure if this the right thing 
to do, but maybe it is about time they found out how well 9 can play this 


instrument, 


Some of my schoolmates, George Dim included, come near and watch me 
-not without a certain astonishment- plugging in the organ and taking the lid 
off. 7 start playing a joyful, piece which attracts general, attention. And, yes, J 
feel much better already... 


Concentrating fully on the organ and the music, 9 finally managed to play the 
whole piece perfectly, without any mistakes ~ a most difficult instrumental 
song that left everybody speechless; they certainly didn't consider me capable of 


pulling through “Night on Bald Mountain". but 9 did. 


As soon as 9 finished, they all burst into spontaneous cheers and applause; 
George Dim patted my shoulder in a most friendly manner, telling me "Well 
done, bravo" or something similar, ve never felt happier in my whole hfe, 
and 9 don't think 9 will ever feel like that again. 


9 cannot understand this, but very soon they all moved away and stopped 
talking about it. as if it had never happened. There 9 was, all alone again, 

totally isolated, all kinds of bleak thoughts rushing through my mind: The 
most reliable omen about the life that awarts YoU, I Your Propularity, H you 

are fropuilar while 2 YOU are still young, then all doors will be opening before you 

for the rest. of your Mfe Ifyou are nol. if for ANY FCASON YOU have difieully in 

socializing, be arepared) (ft a very hard and joyless Mfe Z 


For the time being, all 9 could do is watch George Dim walk away from me; 
as he took his guitar in hand and got readly to strum anew song, my mind was 
{lying away... 

Just another dire strait for me, Sandra Anderson... 9 was already out of 
breath but 9 had to keep on running frantically among the trees of that hazy 
forest, or Venor's men would catch me pretty soon, 9 barely dared take quick 
looks behind, as their frantic steps behind me echoed louder and louder in the 
still of the night. 9 had to face the facts; this chase would soon be over unless a 
miracle happened... 


This time things had not turned out to be positive for me; not only had 9 failed 
in discovering the nest of the Lethe, a dreadful space monster often used by 
Venor as an energy accumulator, but 9 had been observed and set up as well, 
9 had hardly managed to escape from an ambush, however 9 was exhausted 
and unarmed. 


"She is not ‘getting away, now!" 9 heard a voice behind me, as 9 reached the 


edge of the forest 
"Sandra, stop!” Venor shouted at me; 9 paused, for a second and saw... 


Indeed, it was a breathtaking view: A gigantic skeleton spreading further than 
the eye could see, its naked ribs rising to the highest strata of the planetary 
atmosphere, 


9 knew what it was: once it used to be an animate, conscious being which had 
heen enslaved and lobotomized by an ancient yet technologically advanced 
race, so as to serve them as a living starship; after centuries of loyal. service it 
had died here and parts of its corpse had been used for purposes 9 had better 
not think about 


The nature of this world sought to assimilate it. like every other conpse, 
however it had proved: to be too big to disintegrate completely; it would take 
eternity to reduce it to dust 


9 kept on running towards it in a hopeless attempt to escape from my pursuers, 
Suddenly, 9 felt my face light up, as J realised 9 had found the Lethe at last! 9 
watched it developing itself slowly in the distance, as it had just perceived 
humans approaching; first there were two, then three dark gray, membranous 
tentacles opening up to the night sky, clinging to the bones of the titanic 
skeleton ~ the perfect nest for a creature like the Lethe shining sinisterly in the 
silver light of the full moon, 


"Sandra, give up! “ Venor's voice echoed behind me once again. 


9 hardly avoided a number of laser rays that hissed by me and kept running 
always closer to the Lethe... Just a few more minutes... and: My New, self 
assigned mission could be accomplished, J thought, feeling quite optimistic. 


Right then, a laser beam fulminated my body There was a sudden, brief 
pain, then nothing, 


KKK KK 





When 9 came to myself again J was a prisoner in one of Venor's space vessels, 
The trip to the seat of the Yrkanian Empire in the constellation of Bootes 
wouldn't take long; in the meantime 9 fought with the only weapon D was loft: 
my b dy, 

When Venor entered my cell, once again next morning, 9 had to be “good "to 
him, wearing that tight-fitting, crimson outfit that covered my whole body 
apart from two small. apenings which loft my erect nipples naked. 9 knew that 
drove him crazy, as he was now accosting me the way a wolf accosts its prey. 
He was armed and 9 was counting on it... 


Unfortunately, my attempt to grasp the weapon from his belt was abortive; 9 
knew this as 9 recovered from that strong blow on the head Too bad. He 
now looked wild. glaring at me with those shiny blue eyes, while 9 was 
handeuffed: in bed. 


"That was not clever, Sandra, not clever at alll he announced stern, 


"That... that was just a game, Venor... 9 only wanted to make our "game more 
interesting’, 9 excused myself in a low, sensual voice, hoping to appease his 


feelings. 


"You will not like it when your nipples bleed", he replied and , pounced on me 
lke crazy; J screamed of pain and lust as he bit my left nipple hard, then the 
right one, making them both bleed... Next moment he tore my outfit apart 
and ‘got inside me more violently than ever, uncountable times, and 9 writhed 
and writhed in his arms, relishing multiple orgasms that seemed to last 
eternity... 


“Why, Sandra? Why were you looking for the Lethe? What did. you expect 
to achieve?" were his first words right after. 


"9... 9 wanted to... examine it", 9 stattered breathless, 
9 was not at all sure whether 9 could keep secret the true purpose of my mission 


under such circumstances. 


Venor said nothing, he only looked at me in disappointment. Then he got up 
and walked out of | my cell with heavy steps. 


“You and 9 shall have this conversation again very soon "he warned me 
hefore getting out. 

7 sighed. of pure relief; 9 mean, he had not suspected so far there was a way the 
Lethe could be deactivated and its power lessened considerably by use of a very 
rare gem and a certain magic spell, 9 still knew the spell, but 9 had lost the 
gem, probably while running across that forest or somewhere in the Lethes 
nest; at least, as far as 9 had understood so far, Venor hadn't found it either ~ 
probably because it looked like an ordinary piece of glass 


As soon as 9 heard the Yrkanian starship was about to land on that small 
hitherto unknown planet for exploration purposes, my heart leaped. 


“9 want to come too", 9 told Venor, when he came to me again. 


“Forget it! Your aren't leaving the cell before we reach the capital of 
Yrkanial" he replied in a firm voice, 


"You're afraid 9 could. get away? Come on, Venor, how could 9 escape with 


all those armed ‘quards around me? Besides, you have defeated me; you are 


my master now", 9 went on in a sensual tone, gently touching his broad chest 


Next moment he grabbed my hreasts, squeezing them hard under the see- 
through hodice with the net-like pattern; he irritated my teats, bit them hard 
again, and 9 screamed of pain and joy again; then he took me with all his 
virility for innumerable times, and 9 surrendered to him and my passion, 9 
don't know for how many wonderful. hours, 


When it was over, 9 was completely exhausted and out of breath, but 9 was 
certain 9 had just ensured | my way out of there... 


KKK KK 


It was an unexpected, weird, yet welcome sense of awareness J experienced. as 
SOON AS We stepped. out of the spacecraft ~ the strange certainty that something 
was waiting for me here; all of a sudden 9 knew there was a hidden reason for 
my arrest and our landing on this planet. 


Venor and 9, accompanied by four of his soldiers who kept on watching every 
move of mine, walked along endless, rocky paths in the wilderness; then we 
followed tortuous lanes among high trees, before entering a sparsely inhabited, 
green valley by the edge of a thick forest. Not a sound was heard, but 9 could 

continuously feel vigilant eyes watching every step we took, 


Their attack was fast and overwhelming, although their Weapons ~Arrows, 
daggers, swords~ were primitive; in spite of being taken by surprise, Venor 
and his men reacted quite swiftly, seeking cover behind bushes and rock’, 
simultaneously trying to hold the enemies in check with their laser guns, Just 
then, a loud. cry of; pain echoed all around: next moment Venor was falling on 
the ground, seriously injured. on the chest by an arrow, 


For an instant 9 stood frozen over Venor's wounded. body which was carefully 
supported by one of his men, after we had all taken refuge behind a clump of 
bushes nearby, The other soldiers kept on firing against the enemies, Anyway, 


there was no time for delays or hesitations; if 9 wanted to escape, that was my 
chance... 


9 had to knock down two of the Yrkanian warriors with side kicks and dodge 
several mortal laser beams with almost {lying manoeuvres, hefore entering the 
nearby forest, running as fast as 9 could among the thick tree trunks, 


The sun was setting when 9 finally reached the other edge of the forest. 9 was 
surprised to see an old castle built upon a rocky hill that rose ahead of me. 9 
was not very well preserved, as its turrets, embrasures and walls bore obvious 
signs of decay. Nevertheless, 9 paused. and stared at it for a couple of minutes 
fi ke mesmerized, as it was shedding around a strange aura of | nostalgia, 


"Mistress Zandra! 9'm so pleased to see you! We thought you had been 
captured by the Simisens!" said a man who suddenly popped up heside me. 


He was dressed as a medieval warrior, and a sheathed sword was hanging at 
the side of his waist. As he explained: right after, they had summoned Zandra, 
a renowned military expert, to organize the defense of the castle against the 
dreadful Simisens, whose assaults were getting wilder and wilder day by day, 
However, she was delayed for a couple of day and rumour had it she had 
heen captured. by the enemies, 


9 was not the person he believed 9 was, of course, but at that time 9 considered 
it opportune to play that role; it wouldn't take long for the Yrkanians to find 
and imprison me again, Besides, 9 suddenly had a strong premonition that 
something very oxtraordinary was waiting for me in that castle... 


As about the real Zandra, in all probability she would never manage to escape 
from the Simisens; maybe she was already dead, 


KKK KK 


J can't really xplain this, but pretty soon 7 was Zandra; as if all’ my previous 
life had been obliterated into nothingness, J was now a dweller of that medieval 
castle, together with Pedro, my adorable, red-haired lover, Life there was 


simple but not boring. There was no serious technology or advanced sciences, 
but there were intense feelings and a spontaneous sense of awareness in every 
ttle thing we did. Moreover, there were secret, sacred treasures hidden in 
various crypts, wonders 9 had never seen so far, but we had to defend them 
and the castle quite often against the Simisens ~ a tribe of thieves and 
murderers, who lived on plundering cities, islands and fortresses all over the 
planet. They were notorious for their ruthlessness and renowned for the 
excellent handicraft of their swords, 


We had to confront one more assault of theirs that morning; this time they 
were too many and the king of the Simisens was leading them himself. At 
about noon the managed to climb up the walls, reaching our embrasures, 


We were all fighting as hard as we could. Pedro was always close to me, using 
his sword with extraordinary officiency, disposing of dozens of invaders, 
encouraging the rest of our fighters To my dismay, at a moment he was 
isolated and surrounded. by foo many enemies; 9 could see it all with my own 
eyes, but it was impossible for me to get near and help him; more and more 
Simisens were falling dead from our swords, but more and more were coming. 


When Pedro lost his sword, he tried to fight hand-to-hand; it was quite 
impressive watching him ward off lots of foes, using his expert martial arts 
skills - ‘yet it was obvious he wouldn't be able to resist for long, 


Suddenly 9 sensed a terrible inner alarm inside me; as if in slow motion, 9 
looked askance at Pedro as he was going on with his desperate hattle. The 
number of enemies he was fighting against seemed to be higher and higher 
moment by moment. Disaster came in 1 just one second: Someone caught him 
from behind and another one pierced his chest with a sword. My heart bled as 
9 watched my beautiful Pedro drop dead, while 9 had to keep on fighting. 
Taken on by a frenetic fury, J went on fencing like a maniac, exterminating 
many raiders with my sword, spilling their blood all over the place, 9 didn't 
feel like crying at all: J just wanted to kill as many of | them as possible 


9 was eventually cornered by three of them, who were determined to kill me 
right away; 9 cut off the right arm of the first one and the legs of the second 
one; as about the third one, 9 slit his intestines out with just one sword stroke, 


9 felt relieved when 9 finally located and rushed against their strapping, 
blond-haired king. The castle was being conquered: little by little, 9 already 


knew that verry soon everything would be lost, but 9 wished to take revenge for 
Pedro and all the others who had, perished, 


"This is ‘your end, you monster!” 9 shouted at him full of wrath and. sought to 
attack him with my sword. 


He parvied all my strokes with careful, accurate, impressively effective moves; 
9 resisted his vehemence for a while, yet 9 was too tired and he was quite 
experienced in battle; after a few moments 9 was constrained to retreat, so as to 


avoid | being captured or killed. 
J sought refuge in the countless halls and corridors of the castle, yet the king 


and some of his men were always a few steps behind, chasing me with obsessive 
persistence. The old edifice was complicated: like a labyrinth but 9 knew well 
all its secret hideouts, 9 kept on running, always to higher floors, hoping my 


pursuers would eventually lose me, 


9 was almost out of breath when 9 ended up in a dimly it room, full of. dusty 
arches and columns decorated with incised. magic symbols A strange kind. of 
ironwork was hanging from the ceiling; across the room there stood a robust 
stone construction, maybe an altar; next to it there was a muddy staircase 


which led to an upper tower, 


9 ran up the stone stairs, quick as an arrow; however, 9 soon found out 9 had 
to jump quite high in order to reach the next floor. Why VA they leave this 
STAN CASE unfinished? 9 wondered: then, wild warriors’ voices echoed behind 
me. I is said that desperation gives strength, and 9 suppose it could be true: 9 
jumped up and ‘grasped, firmly the ironwork that covered most of the ceiling; 


then 9 climbed up as fast as 9 could, and barely passed through a narrow 
opening to the next floor; J just hoped: my pursuers wouldn't be able to follow 


me there. 


For a few frantic moments 9 thought 9D was trapped in a sort of entresol ~ a 
frowezy, claustrofobie place that seemed to lead nowhere. My heart leaped 
when one of the square-shaped. slabs of the low ceiling withdrew right above 
meand a hand appeared, offering me a way up. 9 grasped, it without thinking 
twice. 
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Closing the trap-door behind me, 9 was amazed to see it looked. exactly like all 
the other slabs of the shiny floor 9 was now standing on. The chamber 9 had 
just entered was lavishly decorated and so beautiful that it resembled a 
princess's pla room ~ only thal the [UIDCEES WAS GONE, What was most 
impressive was the gold-trimmed window frame crowning a part of the blue 
sky outside; the whole place looked kinda strange to me, so out of place and 


time, as if the invasion of the Simisens were miles and miles away, 





The man who had just saved my life was the guard of the top tower, and he 
kept looking at mein surprise. 


"Mistress Zandral How did ‘you make it up here?" he asked in a low voice, 
without really expecting an answer, 


9 could already hear the enemies shouting and swearing from below, vainly 
seeking to get through the narrow passage. Thank. Goddess they were too 
corpulent to get through, yet 9 was aware the danger was not over ‘yet. 


They all hushed - suddenly, apart from the king whom 9 heard exclaim: "So... 

master Pedro died in battle and we have his body. too bad he is dead. 9 
would rather he were alive for our purpose... hut 9 suppose he could be useful 
even like this..." 


Cheful? 9 wondered in anguish, Cheful for what? 


“Quick! Get in here!" said the guard then, showing me a secret passage he had 
just revealed by opening a hidden door on the opposite wall 


Without delay, 9 entered the narrow, murky gallery and got down a spiral 
stairway, all the way down to lower and lower levels, until 9 reached an exit at 
last 


oj paused, for a couple of seconds and took. a deep breath, as 9 was out of the 
castle walls now, away from the massacre. Then 9 scurried down the green 
mountain side, with a sole thought in my mind: return one day and take 
revenge... 


9 had to hide behind tall bushes so as not to be seen by two workers who were 
labouring on a road that was still under construction, 9 noticed some of the 
slabs were decorated with the Simisen blazon, which looked like a gold lyre. 
The conversation 9 accidentally overheard left my dumbfounded: 


"the master was killed: by the Simisens during the invasion in the castle; the 
tissues of his body were used in magic rituals which imposed the dominion of 


the Simisen king on the whole region... “ 
“But how can this be possible?" doubted the other one. 
"His bones must have been scattered among the bushes along the road..." 


J just couldn't believe that horror... 9 only wished to believe that was nothing 
but absurdities of some illiterate peasants; but a feeble voice inside me told me it 


wasn't, 
".. his nervous system has been covered. by the slabs of this road..." 


J paused. there stupefied for one or two moments; then, 9 had to move aside so 
as to avoid being hit by the iron arm of the construction machine, 


Having finally reached the city, 9 drew up a plan of action right away. First 9 
changed my appearance: J dyed. my hair blond, hid: my warvior's outfit, wore 
a traveller's clothes and found: refuge ina small inn, 


Pretty soon 9 found out the dominion of the Simisens was ostentatious 
everywhere ~ they y fst controlled. everything and everyone; their blazon of the 
gold lyre was in every road and every square, Therefore, J figured out it would’ 
he impossible to beat them by regular Means... 
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9 took me about two weeks to gather all the necessary information regarding 
the whereabouts of a renowned wizard who lived in the mountains, Nobody 
seemed to know neither his name nor his exact residence; he was more of a 
legend. than a real, person, yet 9 was determined to seek him, maybe because 9 
had no other alternative... 


9 was not at all sure 9 had arvived at the correct spot, as 9 stepped on the 
northern mountain summit Cutting my way through thick shrub, 9 was 
relieved to see the entrance of a cave; it was half-dark, bleak and muddy 
inside; there was a narrow brook windling all over the place, one of its branches 


leading to a passageway that gaped on the right. 9 ita torch and followed that 


tunnel; a little later 9 was standing before a lofty, uneven stairway carved on a 
bulky rock, 9 went up the stairs cautiously, listening to the ominous silence that 
reigned all over. 


Soon 9 was in another cavity; there were so many tunnels on the surrounding 
walls that caused me quite a confusion. 9 explored it very carefully, until 9 
noticed. something strange on the ground in front of one of the passages; it was 
a kind of white orystal, ora piece of glass that looked like orystal, 9 didn't know 
whether it was precious or not, but 9 knew it shouldn't be there; and, suddenly, 
9 had the impression 9 had seen something like it hefore, but 9 couldn't 


remember what, where or when... 


Anyway, 9 trusted my intuition and decided to enter that tunnel: xploring 
that musty place proved: to be quite tiring and repulsive ~ J even thought of 
turning hack, There it no way anybody would lve in here, 9 reckoned ata 


moment, 


Right then 9 fumbled on a flat surface ~a wall. 9 withdrew quite easily as 9 
pushed. itand 9 walked into a strange, round chamber with numerous latticed 
windows all around. In the middle of the tower there was a lighted hearth; 
thick, gray smoke rose up and [got out through an opening on the vaulted, roof. 


There were lots of ancient, leather-hound books and various magic tools of 
dubious use placed on wooden shelves, 
"J've heen waiting for you!” 


The voice which rang suggestive behind me took me by surprise, as 9 had not 
seen anyone there till that moment. Turning around, 9 faced an old, yet 
stately man with a long white beard: he was dressed in a long, purple garment 
and a pointed. cap of the same colour, 


“Since you were able to find the cave as well as my den, you are meant to he 
my new apprentice " he declared calm, 


J just stared at him, as 9 was at a loss for words, 


"This means you will renounce your family, your friends, your city, your 
vocation, everything you've known so far, so that you can master the 


knowledge 9 shall convey to you . 





Not even for a moment did 9 think of hearing an objection, 


“Nevertheless, remember: as soon as it starts, there is no way hack and. nothing 
will be the same again 7 


7 stayed. silent, nodding in agreement. 
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Time passed, full of knowledge, magic and witchcraft. 9 did learn a lot from 
the wizard, not dubious religious theories. or vague heretic teachings, but 
extraordinary magic formulas and secrets of power; yet, 7 never learned his 


name, 


9 visited the worlds of light and those of darkness via astral projection; 9 made 
my mind: stronger with lucid dreaming; 9 came to know millions of | alternative 
universes; 9 learned how to affect matter with magic spells D was taught the 
malignity of Necronomicon and the wisdom of Sclomonies; 9 meditated on 
the origin of the material world and 9 experienced the truth of the original 
cosmic vortex; 9 developed spiritual abilities like divination, prediction, 


psychokinesis and, most of all, manipulation of the astral energy. 


It was during one of my astral travels that 9 found Pedro's soul at last and set 
myself to se tting it [ree again, 

He was seated on a seull-shaped reef in the middle of an endless sea; there was 
deep melancholy in his face, and he was constantly strumming a gold lyre, 
producing asad but very evocative music that echoed all around. Flying in the 
astral air, 9 got nearer; 9 paused, for a moment and listened as like enchanted. 
9 could as well stay there and surrender to that magical music for ever, but 9 
knew everything would be lost then, Exerting myself to the utmost, 9 got even 
closer to him; he kept on playing that lyre, and he didn't seem to have 


perceived: my presence. Death must be an andfaly overwhelming gxperience, J 
reckoned. 


Just then 9 had the impression of sweet women's voices singing to the rhythm 
of the lyre, a suggestive song of sirens to the setting sun. Next moment 9 saw 
them, lots of them emerging from the sea waves, all of them very fascinating 
creatures, their eyes sparkling like tofrazes or emeralds, their long hair 
beautifully decorated with shells and, pearls My heart leaped, as 9 had: very 
had feeling about all this... 


Pretty soon 9 realized those sirens had wings ~ fine, membranous, colorful 
wings that could lift them into the air, One after the other they hovered and 
surrounded me, always singing, but that didn't mean their intentions were 
good. Performing pincer movements, they got closer and closer to me ~ and 9 
suddenly felt a strong bite on my right leg, 9 sereamed of pain and, as 9 
turned, 9 saw a beautiful siren's open mouth full of ugly, sharp teeth, 


9 kicked her hard and flew higher but that didn't prevent her or the others 
from following me. First 9 tried to fight them off with martial art moves; soon 
9 realised that wouldn't help much, since they didn't seem to feel any pain, 


Pedro was still, playing his music, entirely indifferent to what was happening 


just a few metres above him; the {lying sirens were all around me now, 
preparing a concerted attack against me; 9 had to gather all my courage and 
energy, 50 as to launch a terrible astral blast that swepat them all. away for long 


enough... 


Pedro was still absorbed in his music even when 9 finally reached him. 9 had 
to grasp the instrument from his hands and dispose of it at once; it was 
immediately carried away by the sea waves and currents, while 9 was 


simultaneously uttering the magic spell. of purgation by water, 





"Zandra..." said Pedro feebly, as if he was just waking up from deep torpor. 


9 had to take him in my arms and lift him on the air, for he was too numb to 
move, let alone {ly 9 carried him all the way to the sea shore, by the edge of a 
jungle. 9 landed on a rock and lay him down gently for a brief but passionate 
kiss ~ our last kiss, 9 knew 9 weren't allowed to follow him any further, into the 
secrets hidden in the jungle of his soul. 


Since the magic spell of the lyre was broken in the astral planes, the decline 
and fall of the Simisens would only be a matter of time in the material world; 
of course their blazon was still in the city, but it had become inert and 
powerless 
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A few weeks later there came the time for a final test; when the wizard and 9 

met on the tower that evening, 9 was astounded to see all the windows had 
turned into mirrors, Fire was burning in the hearth and a bluish smoke rose to 

the ceiling, The wizard uttered a brief spell. and all mirrors turned to doors ~ 

doors to other worlds... 


"This test will prove you have mastered my lessons; it will also show who you 
really are, the inner self ‘you have forgotten ~ that is if you choose the correct 
door and the respective mission“, 


9 observed each one of the doors carefully; most of them led to beautiful, places, 
like green prairies and majestic cities; one of them showed a bleak dungeon, 
another one led to the vastness of space; there was also one which led to a 
barren expansion where a ‘gigantic corpse of an ancient beast was still rotting. 
9 chose that door... 


"On this case, you will need that", said the wizard and handed me a finely 
elaborated necklace made of the same white orystal 9 had found just hefore 
discovering his den, 


"What do you mean? Why will 9 need it?" 9 asked. 


"That's for ‘you to find out" 


9 approached the door and hefore 9 knew it 9 was already walking inside the 
immense skeleton, which seemed to extend. to the horizon, 9 shivered as 9 
figured out it once belonged toa living creature that had been used for who 


knows what kind. of | unholy purposes; moreover, 9 had an intense impression 9 
had seen that before... 


So far all was quiet and nothing stirred, yet, J went on with very cautious 
steps, as 9 had a strong SENSE of lurking danger: Then 9 saw it ~ there was 
something in the distance, and it didn't look good; 7 froze as 9 watched one, 
then another huge, gray tentacle rise higher than the bones of the gigantic 
skeleton, There was a terrible tremor and the earth shook, as the monster 
moved. slowly towards me, unfolding some more of its membranous tentacles 
over the ancient relic to the flaming sky, 


9 touched my necklace inadvertently and | got aware it was glowing; suddenly, 
9 had the impression there was a kind relation between its orystals and the 
advancing monster; that rang a bell inside me but 9 didn't know what it was 
exactly... 


ui gasped for breath as the monster emerged before me dreadful, forming a 
sort of membranous cobweb clinging to the bones of the skeleton, 9 felt as if all 
life force was being driven out of. my body - and 9 could now suspect what that 
thing was: a vampiric entity feeding on all kinds of energy. The wizard had 
taught me about such creatures, there are powerful: magic spells that deactivate 
them, but at that point D was so scared 9 could remember none, 


Nevertheless 9 had to act before it was too late; 9 had to be careful so as to 
recall the correct spell, for this kind of vampiric entity if 9 wanted to hold it in 
check,.. 


Suddenly 9 thought 9 heard a racking noise behind me and 9 turned my 
head back instinctively, only for an instant, expecting to see... Venor? Who 


was Venor? 


At that point it occurred to me 9 had known the right spell hefore ~ but the 


wizards version was complete and more effective, 


The words spilled out of my lips instinctively; they rose into the air like weird 


music, while the orystal necklace was glowing around my neck, 9 repeated it 
three times and waited. 


9 saw the Lethe -that was the monster's name and it had just come into my 
mind- retreat and shrink back to its osseous nest. 9 was to stay there dormant 
for a long, long time, and whole worlds would celebrate its absence. Only 
Venor, its master, wouldn't be happy about this, 


9 now knew who Venor was, and 9 knew who 9 was. 


When 9 went through the door again and returned to the wizard's tower, 9 
was no longer the same person 9 was when 9 left it, Mistress Zandra had 
receded to oblivion; 9 was Sandra Anderson again and 9 had just deactivated 
the Lethe 


9 believed the wizard would be satisfied. but 9 was mistaken; he didn't seem to 
he very impressed with my success in that alternative world, so he had 
prepared. another test for me. He beckoned me to follow him downstairs, into 
underground chambers never seen by human eyes hefore; most of them were 
empty, others contained furniture and tools of dubious use, We finally reached 
a round room, at the lowest basement, which proved: to be full of treasures 
coming from all corners of the universe: huge, orystalLke cases full of Coins, 
_fewels, artifacts and other objects made of gold, precious stones or other 
materials; it would be impossible to estimate their total value, Their splendor 
was stunning; 9 just couldn't take my eyes off them. 
"You like them?" the wizard asked me. 


9 couldn't even utter a world. 


“They are all yours!" he said then and 9 knew he meant it 


9 kept on looking at the treasures in sheer stupefaction, The temptation was 
extreme, and yes, 9 would like to have them all mine... 


After a brief but tense silence, 9 started closing the open lids of the transparent 
CASES by use of my psychokinetic power. The wizard avoided to face me 
directly, but 9 could see he was smiling, This is how my apprenticeship in the 
magic arts ended. 
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Now? part of me refused. to acknowledge that 
cut When 9 was finally attacked and 


abducted by two Yrkanian soldiers, it was not just surprise but passivity that 
rendered me a victim that cold night. 


"Sandra Anderson... 9 ) just cant believe you were hiding on this primitive 
planet for so many months! Neither can 9 believe You thought 9 wouldn't find 


you! s 


"Venor! 9'm happy to see you are alive!” 9 said, and 9 wasn't insincere. 


The two soldiers had led me to an isolated house in the outskirts of the city and 
handeuffed me at a chair, Suddenly, all that carefree life of luxury and fun 
was receding in my mind like a dream that had just finished. Once again, 7 
was Venor's prisoner and his face showed he had it in for me. 


"How did you do it, Sandra? You haven't left the planet, yet you have 
deactivated the Lethe! Really now, how did: you do that?" 


"9 am Sandra Anderson", 9 said in a firm voice. “Nothing confines me for 
ly ng i 


Next moment 9 was standing up, having p fst used my new psychic powers to 
get vid of the handcuffs. That took my captors by surprise, so J had no 
difficulty in warding them off with successive martial art blows, Then 9 
smashed the door open with a strong kick and rushed out of the room, barely 
dodging several laser beams that had my name on, only to he persecuted by 


even more Yrkanian guards 


After a long and anguished chase, 9 finally sought refuge into the 
underground part of the city; it was endless, labyrinthine, and abandoned for 
centuries, 9 paused. for an instant and breathed out in relief, as the enemies 
seemed to have lost my track, 


For a couple of blissful minutes everything was silent; 9 felt kinda safe in there, 
as those underground arcades were normally avoided by everybody, 9 went 
down spiral. stairways, into arched corridors and vast chambers, some of which 
were still equipped with strange metal tools and, machines, illuminated by 


sporadic skylights. 

Then 9 heard a perturbing noise behind me ~two, three rushing steps; 9 barely 
had the time to turn around on the off chance of, finding out what that was; all 
of a sudden 9 was fulminated by a laser beam that ‘got me right on the heart, 
The pain was excruciating and 9 collapsed hreathless, 


Next instant the prince Venor or Yrkania was standing over me with a laser 
weapon in hand. Curiously enough, he was alone. 


“You didn't think You could escape so easily, did you?" he said stern, "Besides, 


‘you haven't answered my question’... i 
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"What did [you say? "he only ined: 
"Listen, Venor; 9 don't want to fight any more. 9 have done nothing here, just 
leave me alone!" 


‘Leave you alone?" he exclaimed angrily , "Because of ‘you the Lethe is now 
useless! You will, pay for this!" 


"9 didn't do anything, 9 don't know what you are talking about", 9 lied, 
patiently waiting for my powers to be restored. again. 


"Enough, Sandra", he said. "Of you talk, 9 might spare your life! 
"All right, Venor", 9 replied in a feeble voice, 
There was an instant of absolute silence; then 9 moved fast and made him lose 


his balance with a low kick that took him by surprise, There followed. a brief 
fight on the floor, and soon 9 was over the enemy, immobilizing him with my 
elbow against his throat, having taken his weapon as well. 9£was Venor's turn 


to be breathless and helpless 
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Threatening him with his own laser gun, 9 led him right where 9 wanted. 
Soon he was tied to a pillar with his hands chained behind his back, The silver 
full moon was shedding its soft light through a latticed window above us, 


"What... what do you intend to do?" he stuttered frightened, as he saw a 
dagger shining inmy right hand. 
"You will find out soon!" 9 replied. and aimed the dagger at his throat, 


He screamed of fear, as he thought 9 would use that dagger to kill him; ‘Yet, all 


9 did was to tear down the upper part of his tight, blue uniform, leaving his 
body naked at my disposal, He breathed out in relief and he did look 


incredibly SEXY, 

Next moment 9 noticed the scar on his right hreast, and 9 remembered the 
unfortunate incident by the forest. His injury was very serious, but thank 
Goddess it had been cured completely, 9 ) just leaned on him and kissed that 


Scar, 


"So, this is it, once again’, he sighed, 
“Not yet, Venor, not yet", 9 said. 

Then he froze, as he noticed the leather whip D was holding inmy right hand. 
"This is not necessary " he faltered out and... 


Fi 





9 lashed him once, twice; two long, deep scratches were formed on his chest, but 
he tried to conceal the pain by biting his lips. g thought about repeating the 
torture, but 9 didn't: 9 didn't want him to be wounded worse. 9 threw away 
the whip and stuck my body to his, kissing his lips impatiently He responded: 


with extreme eagerness, which made me even wilder, 


“Venor", 9 stammered, looking straight into his half-closed’ eyes, “You are 


mine!” 
His luscious lips formed the words "Take mel" and 9 lost all control. 
Our naked bodies writhed on the marble pillar for hours; 9 pressed his strong 


thighs on mine and had him inside me over and over again; 9 stuck my nails 
into his muscular chest, leaving there tracks of hot blood; my teeth bit his 
shoulders uncountable times; at a moment he threw his head back in sheer 
satisfaction and 9 kissed his sexy throat madly; and he sighed in utmost lust 
every time 9 touched him. 


Once again the enemy had proved: to be a perfect love machine ~ the ideal 
trophy for an unbelievable adventure of mine on a foreign planet... 
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What was 9 saying? Ah, yes... 9, Emma, was all alone again, abstractedly 
listening to the last notes of the love song George Dim had been playing on his 
guitar. As soon as he finished, all guests applaucled and took turns in 
congratulating him for his excellent performance. 9D was happy for him too, he 
had, played very well indeed, although that piece wasn't particularly difficult, 
nevertheless, J just couldn't ignore my still being 50 ignored... 


9 stood up and walked out of the class; nobody noticed, not even the music 
mistress, As J got out of the schoolyard, J happened fo see a funeral 
announcement posted. up on a wall: it referred | toa Mrs Johnson, aged 92: she 
had three children, five grandchildren, plus two great-grand children, 


“She has lived a good life", 9 murmured to myself, as new realizations were 
rushing into my mind: At the time of demise, a happy Mfe is indheated ¢ by the 
INCtCASING number of immediate descendants ~ three children and five 
geandelilaren jor geample Two children and one grandell ‘show more 
difficulties and olstacles than successes in Mfe No children indheate serious 
spiritual and material problems, as well as extreme misfortune that should not 


he frassed t to the neXt Generations, : 


When my time comes, 9 don't think 9 will have loft any descendants al all... 
But, you know something? 9 don't give a damn... 
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Story Seventeen: A Ship Called Destiny 
(original version) 
written from 6” August 


to 3 September, 1994 


It's early in the morning and |, Emma, have just woken up 
with a feeling of annoyance. Once again I've dreamed of wild 
dogs getting in my way, preventing me from going on. | was 
walking along an empty avenue, but after a certain point there 
were black dogs all around we, forcing me to stand still or 
turn back. This happens every time | dream of walking along a 


street: dogs appear before me and don't let me move on. 


What could this mean? In all probability, such dogs represent 
dark entities which obstruct any progress in wy life; or, 
maybe, they are astral "guards" who keep me from reaching 
certain points that might lead beyond the astral planes. 


Those bleak thoughts echoed in wy mind for a while, as | stood 
up and looked at wuyself in the oval mirror of wy chiffonier. 
My vision blurved for a moment, giving way to another level of 


awareness... 
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|, Sandva Anderson, was standing behind the black metal 
baluster of my balcony in the Hostel of the Fated, as the huge 
golden sun was setting slowly on the scarlet horizon beyond the 
ocean that spread before my eyes. | felt somewhat weird 
knowing this ocean used to be part of the Offirian deserts; not 


so long ago, it was turned into a sea by means of elemental 
magic and terraforming experiments. It had proved impossible 
for me to find out by whom and why. 
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A strange song could be heard all around from hidden 
headphones, repeating a strange refrain: 


The black tower in Alkmyre 
faces the highest mountain top. 
As dark clouds hide the sky, 
naked branches crack like bones. 


The melodious music with the ambiguous lyrics gradually 
brought me in a brown study: | have known many aspects of 
evil so far, | have fought it all wy life, | have had quite a few 
victories; yet, no matter what | do, it always seems to prevail 
in the long run, one way or another. You can't really 
exterminate evil; it changes form and returns again and again. 
Besides, “good” often proves to be nothing but a pretense, a 
cover for evil. Are all things evil inside, indeed? | wondered, 


just a few minutes before setting out on my new mission. 


It was a few days ago that | met Peter of the Stars on Eldyla, 
for he had sensational news, as his exact words were. Intending 
to take him by surprise, | accosted him silently from behind, 
while he was resting on a flat cliff above the Nameless Lagoon; 
with skillful hands | opened up his shirt and tenderly caressed 


his naked chest. He responded eagerly, turning his head and 
kissing me softly. The rest was ecstasy... 


According to the information gathered by wy precious ally and 
lover, there was an interstellar slave trade taking place beyond 
the boundaries of the Yrkanian Empire: “Thousands of people 
visit planet Offir every year, in search of their destiny, as it is 
often reported. Supposedly, they go there to work; however, 
they never come back and nobody hears from them anywore. 
Actually, no one knows what hides behind all this but | have 
the impression that something uncanny is happening on Offir, 
the fifth planet of the white star Melian. | don't think the 
Yrkanians have anything to do with this but we had better 
look into it and find out the truth”, Peter had explained in a 


firm voice. 


As soon as the song ended, the departure signal sounded loud. 
We all left our temporary accommodation in the Hostel of the 
Fated and silently embarked on the oval-shaped aircraft that 
would take us to our new home. | was feeling vather anxious 
for | knew almost nothing about our exact destination. | only 
hoped | could stay there long enough to find out what was 
exactly happening there. 


That's why | had ended up on that small planet, which seemed 
to be completely cut off from any civilization. So far | had seen 
no sign of the Yrkanians there; most of the planet was desert, 
there were no cities, no important first materials for the 


Empire to plunder, nothing. 


Officially the planet was completely uninhabited, yet it actually 
throbbed with human life. People arrived to Offir from 


different solar systems; they all came from lower social classes, 


they had no future in their home planets, and they travelled to 
Offir because they expected to find a permanent occupation 
and a less stressful life... 
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After an one-hour-flight, the aircraft landed and we all 
disembarked taciturn. As soon as | came into view of it, | was 
astounded to recognize an ancient ship -a vessel used for sea 
travel thousands of years ago. However, this one was never 
bound to cross the oceans; instead it rested there, among the 
dunes of the endless Offirian desert. | marvelled at its 
incredible size, prow and stern melting into the morning haze. 
Its numerous decks shone like silver and all its lights were on, 
glowing bright through the innumerable square portholes. On 
its black hull, the name of the ship, Destiny, was written with 
sizable ved letters. Everybody stared in wonder but nobody 
uttered a word. Not a sound was heard as we proceeded in line 


towards an open gateway. 


Recruitment on the ship proved to be a lot easier and faster 
than | had expected: We were only asked to submit a simple 
identification paper. Of course, | presented forged papers and | 
was wearing cheap, casual clothes. Nevertheless, | could see 
vight from the start that | needn't have taken any cover 
measures; it was obvious that personal identity did not matter 


at all in there. 


Right after, we were all provided with the same beige overalls, 
which would be the only type of clothing for us from then on. 
Strangely enough, all workers were allowed to keep some of 
their own accessories, as a symbol of the self they were going 
to forsake — and | had counted on this before deciding to 


undertake that mission. So, | went aboard the ship called 
“Destiny” weaving my Alvesten bracelets which protect me 
from all kinds of external mind control, a precious gift from 
wy beloved Peter of the Stars. Where can he be now? | 


wondered for a second of bitter worry. 


By blood froze as | vealized what followed next: All future 
workers had to go through a mind conditioning procedure, 
defined as an “instantaneous educational program’. The other 
recruits seemed to adore the idea but | had a strong feeling of 
disgust from the first moment my eyes fell on the implant 
ejection. | really wished | could avoid it, since such implants 
affect not only the physical body but the astral one as well. 
However, | decided | had better go through it because | didn't 
want to attract any attention by causing trouble so soon. 
Besides, this would give me the chance to learn the whole story 
right from the beginning. Anyway, | have quite a few Yrkanian 
implants in my body and, under the present circumstances, 
one more won't make any difference, | veckoned but didn't 


manage to actually appease myself. 


As soon as the doctor in charge saw wy Alvesten bracelets, he 
got curious and started examining them closely with his eyes 
and fingers. He looked impressed at their complex star pattern 
but he said nothing. He tried to remove them, he soon found 
out it was impossible for him to do so, and | got scared he 
might suspect their true utility. Yet, it was obvious he had 
never seen anything like that before, so he could not at all 
suspect that these bracelets neutralize all kinds of mind 
manipulation and implant effect. Eventually, he let me proceed 


without any questions and | could barely conceal wy velief. 
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Novices were led to a department at the lowest part of the 
ship. It was a dull environment, where a dark green colour 
prevailed. We started working immediately; there were 
hundreds of persons around me, each one at their own post, 
performing exactly the same tedious, repetitive tasks with 


vemarkable eagerness, quickness and perfection. 


A certain picture caught wy attention at once: It covered part 
of the ceiling and showed two snakes of undefinable length, one 
pitch black and the other fiery yellow, intertwined in a 
complex pattern. | recognized the primeval symbol of the two 
opposite cosmic powers that fight each other eternally for the 


domination of the universe: fire versus void. 


At first | had some difficulty in operating my robotic arm, 
which soon proved to be manufacturing some kind of 
nanochips. | began to worry when | realized that the other 
newcomers didn't seem to have any problem with their work, 
as if they had already been well taught how to make the arm 
function correctly and at maximum speed. Undoubtedly, that 
was due to the mind conditioning program, which also served 
as instant education; however, wy implant didn't work so well 


because of the Alvesten bracelets... 


The initial impression of ideal organization was soon 
superseded by annoyance, since | could see no real reason for 
labouring like this; after all, that type of work could also be 
done automatically. OF course, work has always been a basic 


method of psychic vampirism, | thought and shivered. 


Anyway, for the time being | had no other alternative but go 


on working conscientiously, hour after hour. | could occasionally 
hear a few words spoken by those of higher rank, who had the 
additional duty of supervising the novices, making sure that 
everything went like clockwork. 


It's hard to tell when | started feeling confused and worn out; | 
could no longer think clearly, yet | kept on working 
mechanically, like an automaton. Do this kind of work trom 
dawn till dusk for a couple of weeks and your brain gets soft, | 
mumbled to myself. 


| felt even worse when | noticed that all the other labourers 
maintained more or less the same pace of work, while | was 


getting slower and less accurate. 


“This is your first day here, right?’ a woman's voice rang 


metallic next to me. 
“Yes,” | answered tiredly. 


“You are making mistakes, you know, and you are rather 


slow!” she remarked, full of concern. 
“[' m sorry...” 


As | turned and faced her, | was surprised at her young age; 
she had a light silver complexion, long snow-white hair and big 
purple eyes — typical features of the much afflicted Azenkurian 
vace. Apart from the beige overalls, she was also wearing a fine 
gold necklace with a round carmine gem in the centre. | could 
tell from the look in her glassy eyes that she had been in the 


ship for a very long time. 
“It's alright, you will catch up soon!” she reassured me calmly. 


Apparently, my poor performance had not aroused any 


suspicions, since not all subjects of mind control are equally 
veceptive; however, day by day the implant effect gains 


ground. 


“Who are you? How long have you been here?” | dared ask, full 


of curiosity. 


“My name is Helena and | have been serving the Destiny for 
five Offivian years. Due to my exceptional services, the bio- 
computer has determined for me another 996 Offirian years 
of life of board,” she recited bluntly. 


“This equals about 25,000 Yrkanian years!” | said in disbelief. 


“It is achieved by brain reconstruction in successive young 
bodies. This is how the High Priestess rewards those who serve 
her loyally...” 


“The High Priestess? Who is the High Priestess?” | exclaimed in 


surprise. 


“This is of no importance,” Helena snapped, obviously annoyed. 
“It doesn't matter who you serve, what matters is that you 


serve well!” 


| looked at her dumbfounded, barely believing | was hearing 
those words. 


“Just keep in mind: The wore efficiently we serve the High 
Priestess, the more years of life we get as a reward!” she 


concluded in complacent frigidity. 


At that point the supervisor was approaching we had to stop 
chatting. 


| got back to work with a sense of nausea, thinking | had to 
get out of that weird galley as soon as possible. Anyway, there 


was no reason for me to stay there any longer, since | had 
already found out a lot of what | wanted: Hard labour drained 
life force from the workers with every move they made and 
the psychic vampire who received it was a so-called High 
Priestess. As about the “reward’’, without doubt it was a mind 
uploading procedure which resulted to virtually immortal 
biological marionettes. The workers were actually building the 
nanochips that might eventually replace their own brain cells. 


As time passed, work was getting more and more complicated 
and required knowledge | just didn't have. Suddenly, there was 
nothing | could do; the robotic arm no longer moved; in all 
probability, it had been blocked by some mistake of mine 
-which was unacceptable for any worker. Helena stood next to 


me again, and didn't look happy about what she saw. 
“What are you doing here?” she asked grim. 


| stared at her numb, as she fixed the robotic arm with a quick 
motion of her hands and it started functioning again. | smiled 
timidly and got back to work. The supervisor glanced at me 
scornfully and walked away. | turned round instinctively and 
watched Helena touch the carmine gem of her gold necklace 
for a few moments; | instinctively knew that meant trouble. | 
focused all wy attention on her, concentrated harder, and | 
could now hear in wy head the telepathic communication she 


was having: 


“Excuse the disturbance, High Priestess, but | must confess my 


fears,” were her first words. 
“Make it brief,” ordered the High Priestess stern. 


“1 think there is an intruder in wy sector!” announced Helena 


hesitantly. 
“1 know!” 
“What should | do?” 


“You? Nothing! | will deal with this problem, personally. Clear 
enough?” 


“Perfectly clear, Lady Chimaera!” 


Lady Chimaera? It couldn't be any worse, | reckoned. 
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Late at night, when we were finally allowed to withdraw in to 
our quarters, | let wyself breath freely for some moments. 
Then | thought about Peter and his whereabouts. | only hoped 
that he was all vight; we had taken special care not to even 
approach each other ever since we had arrived at the Hoste/ of 
the Fated. 


| had hardly had the time to put something more comfortable 
on, when he eventually located me. | was really relieved to see 
him, but | felt preoccupied as well; there were no surveillance 
cameras or anything like that on the ship, nevertheless | had 


the impression we were being constantly watched. 


“Listen to me, Peter’, | told him right away. “We have no 
time for any further research! If we stay here any longer, we 


risk ending up slaves for ever...” 


“1 know; Lady Chimaera is behind all this! he announced 


grimly. 


How did you tind out? | wondered but said nothing. Peter of 


the Stars never ceases to surprise me. 


“She may be watching us even rnow; yet, we can make it if we 


are very quick!” he added thoughtful. 


We fled through long, dirty corridors and vast rooms full of 
obsolete, idle machinery in the lower levels of the ship. | felt 


more and wore apprehensive with every step we took. 
“Where are we going, Peter?” | asked in a low voice. 


“Trust me”, he answered with a soft smile. “We can get out of 


here, and this is the only way out!” 


| sighed and followed him to the edge of a long, arched 
corvidor, dimly lit by purple lighting; | got really worried when 
| vealized it was full of strange fumes that emanated from 


black poves in the walls. 


“Listen well, Sandra: If we cross this corridor, we shall reach 
an exit; yet, we have to achieve this within half a minute or 


£0a. 
“Why so?” | wondered. 


“The place is full of a deadly gas, which penetrates the skin 
after thirty seconds!” 


“Peter! What the devil? We'll never make it! It's too long!” | 
protested furious. 


“We can make it if we run fast enough! Believe me, it's the 


only way out!” 


Since going back was no alternative, we both took a deep 
breath and began running as fast as we could to the other end 
of the corridor. We reached it right at the last moment, while 
we were breathless and choking. 


After a few wore frantic steps, an unexpected, bright light 


coming through a square opening stung our eyes. 
Daylight! 
Thank Goddess, | was beginning to forget what it looked like... 


“Peter”, | only asked. “How did you manage to get all this 


information so fast?” 


“Don't you know me?” he asked back, as we reached the 


opening and saw... 


It was a hangar of air crafts built at the side of the gigantic 
ship. For the time being, everything seemed to be quiet and we 


were almost out. 


“Get veady!” Peter's voice vang behind me, as we got nearer 
the hangar. 


A laser beam hissed just an inch from wy face, forcing me to 
step back. | had no weapon with me, but Peter had somehow 
managed to sneak in a laser sword, which he turned on right 


at that moment. 


“You didn't expect it to be that easy, did you?” he mocked, 
while | was still hiding behind the corner. 


“Get ready to attack, Peter. | will distract them, all right?” 
“All right”, he agreed after a short hesitation. 


The four men who were guarding that exit got quite a surprise 
when they saw a young, female worker walking towards them 


with casual steps, mincing all the way. 


They looked flabbergasted as | approached smiling. Then, before 
they knew it, Peter pounced on them like a wild cat; within a 


couple of seconds he had neutralized three of them with his 


laser sword. As about the fourth one, | knocked him out with 
with a strong high kick. 


“Good work, Peter!” | felt like praising worthiness. 


“Quick! We don't have wuch time!” he said hoarsely and set 


himself to lift the transparent canopy of the first air vessel. 
That's when the alarm went off deafening. 


“Not so fast, Sandra Anderson, not so fast!’ a metallic 


woman's voice veverberated all around. 


There was a kind of greenish smoke blocking our way only for 
a wowment; we just stood still and starved at the infamous Lady 


Chimaera materializing before us. 


“Enough have you taken advantage of wy_ servants' 
incompetence!” she announced with a scornful mien. “You are 


going to deal with me now!” 


“Be careful, Sandra!” cried Peter, his laser blade shimmering 
in the light of day. 


“Your kitten is wild, Sandra’’, said the witch ironically, giving 
a glassy look at Peter. “Yet, nobody challenges Lady Chimaera 
and gets out alive!” she threatened and prepared herself for an 
astral attack. 


Peter stepped forth and vesisted her first astral blast with a 
decisiveness that astounded even her. Then he got ready to 
fight again, although the sword's power had _ obviously 
diminished, as it didn't glow so bright any wore. The witch 
laughed. 


We sought to dodge her successive energy blasts with fast 
moves and somersaults all over the place, yet | knew that 


couldn't go on for long. For an instant | stood behind and 
watched Peter confront her assaults with incredibly quick 
motions of his laser sword, its power having been restored in 
the meantime. | was taken aback when | realized what he was 
doing: each one of his parries was retracting the witch's blasts, 
one against the other, so that they all summed up together 
and sent back to their source — that is Lady Chimaera being 
struck by her own astral blasts! 





It was unhoped-for to hear her scream in pain, as she 
retreated trembling of shock and wrath. Next instant she 
vanished into thin air, leaving only a light green vapor behind. 


“| don't believe it! We won!” exclaimed Peter stupefied. 
“You were incredible, Peter!” | said breathless. 


“Let's... let's get out of here!” he stammered and finally opened 


that canopy. 


It was a matter of seconds to start the engine and escape 


flying, leaving the “Destiny” behind at last. 


We were safe for the moment, but | had no illusions: the 


enmity between us and Lady Chimaera was just beginning. 
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We found refuge in an old pagoda that rose among the steep 
rocks over the ocean — a little part of paradise lying on the 
hidden part of Ojylia, the furthest of the four moons of Offir. 
We stayed there for some time, experiencing an uncanny blend 
of insouciance and vigilance, seeking a way to stop slavery on 


the ship called “Destiny". 


“Maybe we shouldn't have fled; | could have found a way to 


reach and hack the main computers’, said Peter. 


“| don't think it would be likely. Lady Chimaera is not an 
ordinary opponent; she would know about it before you made 


a move’, | replied pensive. 
“| guess you are right...” 


“We don't have much time either’, | went on. “How long do 
you think we can stay here without being detected?” 


“| guess we need help’, suggested Peter with a heavy heart. 


In this case, ask for help would only be wishful thinking; who 
would ever think of opposing such a powerful sorceress like 
Lady Chimaera? | could already foresee the whole mission end 
in complete failure. Then | thought about contacting wy allies 


on planet Gonast. 


Peter tried to communicate Queen Nikita with technological 
means, | tried telepathy. Neither worked. 


“It's a bad sign’, said Peter frustrated. 


No time, no allies, no plan of action... Running away is not 
something | normally do — in fact | hate it. Yet we left the 
edifice at once and ran to wy spacecraft, intending to get 
away from Ojylia and the whole solar system of Melian, hoping 
the witch wouldn't be awave of our flight at that time. 


We had hardly left the pagoda behind when we heard the 
drone of air vessels taking off behind steep rocks. We stood still 
and watched a number of flying saucers rising high above the 


nearby peaks. 





mf 


S a 
“Oh, no!” 


Peter's voice echoed all around as multiple laser beams forced 


us to recede with successive somersets on air and ground, 


finally balancing ourselves a few metres away from each other. 


“Take cover, Sandra!” cried Peter, already brandishing his 


laser sword. 


We had to van frantically and hide behind lofty rocks, bushes 
and tree trunks, desperately trying to escape from death. We 
also tried to strike the attacking air vessels with our weapons, 
but they always managed to dodge our laser rays skillfully, 
swarming against us again and again, forcing us to run for our 


lives amongst dreadful explosions. 
“These pilots are aces!” Peter shouted to me. 


Their concerted manoeuvres were incredibly accurate, even 


when performed near the ground. 
“How shall we veach the spacecraft, Peter?” | cried in despair. 


“They are going to get us, it's a matter of minutes’, he replied. 
“We have to.... aaaah!” 


A laser beam had just made him fall back against a big, flat 
rock. | ran to him without thinking at all. 


“Ave you all right, Peter?” | only asked. 


Just then he opened his eyes and looked at me; | could see he 
was kinda dizzy, but at least no further damage had been 


done. 


“Peter...” | said softly and caressed the smooth skin of his 
throat. 


Next moment | turned round and faced numerous armed 
enemies aiming at us, while some of the alien air crafts were in 


formation above our heads. Nothing to do but surrender... 


KKKKK 


We were arvested and led to a secret, underground base on 
Alkmyre, the second moon of Offir. | expected to meet Lady 
Chimaera in there, but she was nowhere to see and | was 


somewhat relieved. 


One of the soldiers strode to a telecommunication device; | 
assumed he was about to contact the High Priestess! — and just 
then | noticed the glow in Peter's eyes. | only hoped he 


wouldn't... 


Of course he would! With a sharp movement he got free of his 
captors and dashed to the telecommunication device. After he 
had pushed the soldier back, only for a fleeting moment | 
discerned his fingers fumbling the keyboard like crazy. Then, 
quick as a spectre, he grabbed a laser sword from an 


approaching guard and turned to face the enemies. 
“Get him!” a rough voice reverberated all over the room. 


“Peter!” | shouted in frustration, when | saw all those weapons 


aiming at him. 
| didn't even dare guess what was to come next... 
“Freeze vight there!” 


The loud order, probably given by their chief, echoed all over 
the place. Peter obeyed, a dozen firearm barrels pointing at 


him. | felt a cold chill going through wy spine. 


After a long second of hesitation, Peter finally turned off the 
stolen laser gun and left it down on the floor. When he stood 
up again, he raised his hands up to give in. Why on earth did 
he do that for? | wondered. 


The soldier who had lost his weapon approached Peter, while 
two others held his arms back. 


“You crazy trump! You are lucky she wants you alive!” he 


groaned after he had gathered his laser gun. 


He turned it on again, lowered the power a little and 
immediately struck Peter's right shoulder. My scream “No!” 
pierced the air, as | smelt burnt flesh; the young man fell on 
his knees with a cry of pain. 


Next moment one of the guards rushed to the 
telecommunication device and checked it quickly; he withdrew 


at once, as he didn't see anything suspicious. 


What have you done there, Peter? Why did you put yourself in 
such danger? | kept wondering. 


“Is anyone going to pay attention to me?” 


A commanding woman's voice interrupted my thoughts, the 


scene and everything, like thunder on a gloowy night. 


We all turned round automatically and saw her, the 
omnipotent Lady Chimaera, observing us all behind a mirror- 
like, spectral partition the rose up to the ceiling. The room on 
the other side looked like a witch's den, full of odd magic tools 
and thick books on wooden shelves. Behind the sorceress there 
was an altar made of black marble. Right over it | could 
discern the characteristic symbol of two snakes | had seen on 
the Ship of Destiny; however, this one was three-dimensional 
and enclosed in a crystalline sphere which hovered in the air 
under the vaulted roof. | was just astounded at the sight. 


“High Priestess!” exclaimed the chief warrior and bowed. 


All the others followed suit. 


“Lady Chimaera! What kind of trick is this?” | asked in 


surprise. 


“With this | am like God” she explained, smiling complacently. 


“Everywhere and nowhere at the same time’’. 
“What do you want...” 


“You didn't think you could get away with this, did you?” she 
interrupted my question. “As I've told you before, nobody 


challenges Lady Chimaera and gets out alive!” 


“What do you intend to do?” | asked, trying to show some 


self-confidence and buy some time. 


“Oh, | can tell you, why not’, she replied in the same, 
triumphant tone. “After all, it has to do with your own 


execution!” 
There was sullen silence for a couple of moments. 


“You and your cute kitten will return to the “Destiny”, she 


went on. “You will return on the air vessel you've stolen!” 
“We shall escape again!” said Peter decisively. 


“1 don't think so, dear’, vetorted the witch sarcastically. “You 
see, you won't return as slaves; both of you will be tied up 
inside the aircraft, which will be full of explosives and remotely 
controlled from here! They will expect the air vessel to land, 
but instead it will crash into the landing arcade! You will cause 
a wondrous holocaust — what an an exorbitant way to die!” 


she concluded, her black eyes glowing of malice. 


“The whole ship will be destroyed”, | uttered then, hardly 
realizing what she had just said. 


“You got it!” 


“While thousands of workers will still inside? These people have 
been serving you loyally for ages!” | protested. 


“Your concern is touching’, she mocked, “but | have decided | 


no longer need the Destiny... and it's your fault!” 
“My fault?” 


“Yes! Your entrance and escape proved that the efficiency of 
wy servants is poor. The energy | get from that worksite is of 


inferior quality! It's not worth the while!” 


“You are betraying those souls, Lady Chimaera, and you will 
eventually pay for this!” 


Her loud laughter was the answer to wy prediction. 


“So have | spoken and so will it be’, announced the witch 
Finally. 


Right after she covered her body with her long, purple cloak 
and turned to leave, while the mirror-like partition gradually 
began to melt away, from one corner to the other, until it was 


all gone. 
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If this is it, it's too hard to believe: Peter and | trapped inside a 
spacecraft-coffin which has already been launched and heading 
to the desert of Offir. Tied to the front seats with metal 
straps, we can't move; we can only talk our last reflections on 
the exquisite lives we have lived, the unique adventures, our 


eternal love. We have been happy — but it is all over now. 


“Our flesh and bones, our blood and hair will all become fire 


and we shall melt together in a common flame; it's a poetic 


way to die!” 
“Stop it, Peter!” 
“Ave you afraid?” he asked in a low voice. 


“As a matter of fact, | am... Within a few minutes we are 
entering the atmosphere of Offir... I'm sorry, Peter’, | said, 


trying to conceal a sob. 


“I am sorry, Sandra’’, he replied serious. “It was me who got 


you into this trouble...” 


“No, Peter; it was wy choice to undertake this mission; in any 
case, we always do everything together... And it's always been 
worth the while!” 


“We must think of something!” he uttered then, his eyes 


glowing of sudden decisiveness. 


“1 wish... | wish | could do something’’, | stattered, “but | can't 


feel any power now; as if a negative force were blocking me!” 
“It's Lady Chimaera! She is too powerful...” 


At that moment the spacecraft took a turn on the right, and 
we could now see the Offirian desert spreading below. 


“We have just entered the atmosphere...” 


A soft, cracking noise interrupted me; we were both startled 


as a tall shadow was cast on us from behind. 
“We have company!” whispered Peter breathless. 
The intruder approached and | saw... 


“Helena!” | exclaimed in astonishment. “What are you doing 


here?” 


“What am | doing here?” she replied indignant. “The Destiny is 
going to be destroyed because of you! Everyone knows... the 
High Priestess didn't mind announcing so with all loudspeakers 


on!” 
“They all know... but how...” | stammered. 


Then | paused for a second, as | had just realized what Peter 
had done on that telecom device while we were prisoners on 
that base: he had arranged that everybody on the “Destiny” 
could hear what was going on in the base, as well as the whole 
conversation between the witch and us — and none of the 
guards had got wind of that! Therefore, everybody on the 
Destiny had the opportunity to abandon the ship before it was 


too late... 


“Most workers have already abandoned the ship like frightened 
mice”, Helena confirmed wy thoughts. “Yet, | have no reason 
to live away from it. So, | have chosen this way to become one 


with it once and for all!” 
“How did you get in here?” | was curious to know. 


“| happened to be in the base for procedural matters; as soon 
as | heard about your imminent execution, | wished to be part 
of it and the end of the Destiny; so, | sneaked into the 
spacecraft and waited; nobody suspected anything!” 


“Listen, Helena; there are other things in life than being a 


servant!” | told her then, a slight hope shining in my heart. 


“Says who?” she retorted spitefully. “You serve nothing and 
nobody, Sandra, you don't belong anywhere, your existence Is 


meaningless!” 


Just the kind of attitude | hate... 


“| don't want to die!” uttered Peter suddenly, focusing his 
emerald eyes on the girl with the silver complexion. “| would 
give anything, | mean anything” -at this point he sighed in a 


rather sensual manner- “to get out of here alive!” 
Helena leaned over him and observed him closely. 


“Who's he?” she asked, and the expression on her face got a lot 
softer. 


“So long for Peter of the Stars!” he announced sadly, his eyes 
still fixed on her. 


“Peter of the Stars, ruler of Eldyla... I've heard a lot about 
you”, she uttered then and tended her right hand on Peter's 
shoulder, letting it slip tenderly to his broad chest. | was 
shocked. 


“All vight... | shall set both of you free! If you deserve to live, 
you will find a way out!” she declared with a flat voice. 


Next moment she drew a laser gun and used it to destroy the 
metal straps that held our arms and legs stuck to the seats. 


We stood up at once, free at last, and | could hardly believe it! 


“Time is running out! You must escape now!” cried Helena 


impatiently. 


“You bet!” said Peter then and ran to the control panel. “If | 
am fast enough, | will be able to override remote control and 


switch to manual! Just give me a few seconds!” 
“We don't have a few seconds!” | shouted desperate. 


At least he was able to open the canopy at once, so that we 


could jump out of the air vessel right away. Only that we were 


Flying too high... 


Just then | noticed the lofty hill that rose ahead. In a second 


we would be flying over it. 
“We could jump on that!” | cried, pointing at it. 
No time for second thoughts... 


Peter grabbed Helena by the waist, taking her by surprise; 
after bending easily her feeble resistance, we all climbed out of 
the open canopy fast, without even realizing how; then we 
jumped out just before the air vessel had swerved downwards, 
heading towards the Destiny. Seconds left... 


Theve followed a terrible tumble all the way down the petrified 


dune, until we all ended up in a narrow cleft at its foot. 


At the same time, a horrifying explosion tore the desert 
landscape apart, as the air vessel crashed on landing arcade of 
the ship called Destiny. Thousands of tones of inflammable 
materials were split into molecules in no time, generating a 


burning inferno in an expansion of acres. 


Having taken cover at the bottom of the cleft, we were 
sufficiently protected from the fury of the explosion. Helena hid 
her beautiful face in her hands and moaned for some minutes. 
Peter put her arms around her and sought to console her 
"Don't cry, it's almost over now"; she accepted his embrace 


eagerly, while | was watching with mixed feelings. 
“Everything will soon be forgotten”, | only said. 


Helena stopped crying and gently pushed Peter away, trying 
hard to hold her tears back. 


“Farewell my only friends’, she told us with a slight smile. 


Then she crossed her arms in front of her chest, swung around 
and started to move away with slow steps; she didn't even 
turn her head back once. 


We just stood there numb, watching her walking away, until 
we could no longer discern her figure in the golden desert. 
Nobody has seen her ever since. 


After that soul-racking experience, | decided to stay away 
from Offir for a very long time. As about the slaves on the 
Destiny, frankly | don't know what happened to them. 


According to vecent information, some got away of their own 


volition. 


Some others didn't. 
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Here | am, walking along the long, hazy, gray 
promenade overlooking the rough sea below: Ratw & 
about to sort any minute, while the wind ww getting 
Mronger, wowing down my pace. AU of a woden the 
windl changer oirectiow ano | have a wonderfull Ldlea: | 
open my umbrella ano Ut starty pinging Ww the gusty of 
wind. | holo ut tight and Let myself be carried away by 
the air draughts along the coast, Ut feely funny... 

At the edge of the promenade | meet a friend of mine, 
excitement, Later on, at hy home, he expla, hwy 
worr ey to- me: 


“Aleny have takew over the planet; I'w not wre how 
they do it, but they affect our brainy, making uy passive 
anol inactive, until they finally srbstitute a persow for 
one of thew’ ... “I've beew spying ow them for sometime 
now; more and more people turw to alieny every day 
and | think they wupect me’ ... “Very soow | wowt be 
ae to escape thew; | dow't know what to ole...” 


After a whule | realize that most people actually know 
about the alien imvasiow and the replacements, ano 
they have no proplew with that! | follow loty of wupects, 
eavesolropy numerouy conversations W public places or 
seeret roowy, | even happen to witney a procedure of 


transformation, ity a kino of braiw operation, the 
wehject wy seated on a simple armehatr, usually without 
bearing the sightest resistance. Once the operatiow W 
competed, the “reborn” persow hay a new lf, deprived 
of humaw feelingy, ano speaks with a range, creaking 
VoUce. 

Soow | get discovered ano surrounded by a dozew 
“wmutonty’, who ew to have very bao mtentiony for me. 
Ay the last drops of ratw faole away, they get closer ana 
closer to me, yet they take extreme care to avordl Hepping 
ow the pity of rainwater formed ow the cobble street So; 
the aliens are afraid of the water, | realize — anol thy & 
Many yeary later a holy sanctuary Ww burlt right there; it 
wa magnificent, marble temple dedicated to the 
benevolent forces who are considlereol to be protectory of 
thy planet. 

. What aw wmteresting, magnificent dream |, Emma, 
have just hao’ That way an experience, not everyolay Ufe 
bulb Ano | get the iUnpression Ut dial reveal some 
truth: maybe something uncanny Ww going ow with 
humantty nowadays... But the night Uwt over yet and 
another adventure iy about to begin... 
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| understand that complainty about boredow are more 
expected frow “oroinary" people, who are WMmexorally 
tea ue with a dull, repetitive routine day Ww, day out 
Whew they get bored, they go for a walk, or meet friendly, 
or get drunk wa night cub. 


The fact Ww that |, Sandva Andlersow, occasionally get 


bored too; anol whew | feel ike that, | usually get a job. 
Thy tue, after spending some lLesure te ow the 
peacefull planet of Ingazar, | way intrigued to finol out Ub 
way the starting point of a space enterprise at the edge of 
the knoww universe or even beyond, W search of other 
inhabited planety ano new Ufe forms. Just Uke that, | 
dlecicledl to take port 


Therefore, | was recruited on the research sarwiye 
Sternhem, whith ww going to travel toa black hole... 


At the twme being, | can hear Captain Sané'y 
commanding voce reverberate all over the bridge: “The 
last syorral galaxy Wow the sereen! Kriegy to the radary 
Masow and Laramy to the maw intelligence untet! 
Andersow to the Magnetobremsolblung! Everybooly he 
prepartea for a space wary” 

“We are reaching the went horizon!” Kriegy announced. 


| coulad feel the excitement of everybooly, as we were 
about to experience a space ware that would take uy 
beyona the knoww universe. 


“Entering went horizow!” cried Kriegy then. 


“We are exceeding the speed of Ught!” Masow declared 
right after. 

“The Magnetobremstohlung Ww Ww operation!” | 
announce “Final velocity 3c!” 

| leaned back ow my seat, Sout my eyey ano wattedk.. the 
tune hadl just come... only secondly left... the syeace ware 
hay begun... syoace anol time get compresses... the world 
Uve again... get psycheo.. | aw ull here anol remember... 


there &w nothing here, nothing but the writhtrg voto of 
“We have passeal through!” 

Captaiw Sank'y loud voice sounded Uke psalm Ww my 
cary. The Mmeredible had just happened! | was really 
happy to see her agaiw — her wooly, whtte haw lovg to 
the thighy the Unpreswwely ornamented casque -a 
croww, actually, ay We way of royal ancestry- ow her 
head; her silver-coloured garment with the metal 
eparlety; anol sne looked more majestic thaw ever. 
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exhilarated to fino out that new world we had just 
found cowl usta Ufe. Pretty soow we were all out ow 
aw unknoww planet Some of us explored the land, 
where they found no Uving beingy except prumitwe 


plants. | way one of those who flew w the aw with a 
hovercraft, adniring the selendiol landscape frow above: 
glittering plainy of Light blue ice crowned by high 
moumtainy of Ue that glowed Uke gigantic amethysty 
under a slyer, cloudy sky. Only a few plants anol short 
treey were the only Whabitanty of thy Wniny parade, 
ond | coulowt hele wondering why... 


The time of ovr departure came just too soow. | thought 
we would spend more tune exploring that fascinating 
planet, but nos we were ordered to return to the 
Sternhetm wie sooner thaw | hao hopeodl, anol that way 
rather disappointing... Suddenly, | had a very had 
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| aw alwayy right whew | have baol feelings anol | alwayy 
hate uU At first | perceived some strange agutatiow Ww the 
lower ranks of our crew, thew Ww the higher ones ay well. 
Soow the agitation became dread. Finally, | knew: There 
way a kino of miasma, foreugn celly from that planet 
that had somehow nrfectedl some of us Ay | feared, they 
proved to be a type of body matehery: those betngy ovat 
have a specific form, they were just massey of rosy, 
syponge-Like flesh; however, they could enter another 
organism, overtake ity booly ano imitate Uy appearance 
perfectly. Ay | found out later, not all humany were 
equally vulnerable to that kino of infection. Yet, those 
who resisted, orowt last Long: sooner or later they ended 
Up seriously deranged or dead. 

Whew | figured out | no longer knew who way who or 
what, | demanded tor ee the captain personally Ww her 
cabin. 


“Captaw Sank’, | began speaking as calw ay poswuble. “I 
demand to know: What kind of plague w&w thu? Whaty 
happening?” 

“Andlersov! How do you dare talk to me Like that” way 
her unmediate reactiow. 

“We have alreacly lost too many anol | get the Umpressiow 
nothing seriovy ly done to solve the problen!” 


“Thatty not true! | have been doing everything Ww my 
power to get the tuatiow under contro” 


“T also wuspect you know very well what'y going on, 
taking Unto account that the Unfectiow followy a specific 
oirectiow, frow the lower ranks of the crew to the higher 
ones! So, Ww thts some kind of genetic experiment or 
whet?” 

“Dowt be wy! Thy hay nothing to do with...” 


“Why oo we have to returw so- hastily frow that planet? 
We hao all hoped we wouldl explore that foreign worl 
better! Why that hurry?” 


“The duty to srentific progress iy more Unportant thaw 
personal curtosty!”’ 

“What kino of duty Ww thy, Sané? Bring a horridle 
osease to humanity? Th Ww outrageous” | crea 
“Thaty a wrong point of view, Andersow’, retorted the 
captaw wa metallic your. “Thy wt a disease, twa 
new vange of potentialitiey for the humaw race! AU we 
have to do iy manipulate those foreign ceUly correctly...” 
“We must destroy them!” 


“| dlow't have such ovdlery, Anderson; | can't act against 
my orders” 


“So, | went ow mordant, “Where do your ordlery come 
frow?” 


“You whowlow't ask that you showls foe the Line ay 
well”? 


“You know something? Your blood w too blue to be 
healthy!” | burst: 

“l adwise you to:..” 

The captaiwy gruw voue was Wterrupted by an odd, 
creeping nove right outuidle her cabin. 

“Whats thate? she wondered, hearing the repetitwe 
knocks ow her door. 


My laser weapow war w my hand already. Next moment 
| saw a loathsome, flesh-Uke Ugur oozing slowly 
under the door nto the roow! 

“For heavew'y sake!” cried the captaw terrified, pulling 
her guw out ay wel. 

After aw instant hestatiow, | aimed ano fired; there way 
a horrible, husing scream ano the well of burnt flesh; 
the oozing Uguidl withdrew fast but | knew that way far 
frow over. 


Without saying a word, we both agreed Ut would be safer 
to leave the cabin. Ay soow ay we stepped out, Ww the 
corridor, we sooo against another repulsive, dark 
broww, shapelesy monster that tl hao Kriegy face. 

“Too late’, sata captain Sani — then | lost her; 


The monster way stl before me, anol | way tl armed. 


“Thy &w how you treat aw old friend, Sandra” it spoke 
with a eprlehrel, creaking voice that made me chil. 

I fireol against Ut twice anol fled Uke crazy, while uty ery 
of paw echoed horruple all over the place. 

| raw and raw along emdless corridors ano through metal 
chambery, alwayy to higher decks, without looking hack. 
I finally reached the "Terrace, which way situated at 
the highest pot of the starship and served ay a 
recreation center. Running across the Crystal Cafe with 
the lovely, purple tables and chairy, loty of people 
turned ano watched Ww surprise, ay UF they couldwit 
posrubly guess why | way running Like that | went past 
the bar, thew the restaurant, unttl | way w the "Balcony 
to- the Stary', which way exactly that: a balcony with a 
ylendio view to the sary ano a crystal-Uke, vaulted 
roof with arabesque furisresr. However, that way no tune 
to stay anol aodwire the beauty of space... 


Just a4 | feared, very soow the "Terrace way full of thew 
— formlesy, disgusting creatures that Wil ow the Light 
greew floor with ther tentacles or legy or outgrowths, yet 
none of the patrons remed to pay any attention. Pretty 
soow it woulll be impossible to defend myself with my 
weapow, the only salvation wowld be to get away. But 
how? 


The monstery hao already perceived my presence, but for 
a fewr minitey they Olow't olare come any closer -just ay | 
hao hoped. Naturally, dark entitiey cannot break a 
mage crcle, for thty Ww what | had just done: | had 
carved a mage circle doww ow the floor with my laser 


guw, according to the teachings | hao once had from a 
master wizard; that wor black magic, of course, the kind 
| would Uke to avoid, but at that time | had no 
alternatwe. So, | squatted w the middle of the crcle 
ano uttered the appropriate magic spell, while they 
were already approaching hestanty. 

Thiy w how | made it back home at last, to the iolatead 
tower of Lebranw | hao rentedl ow planet Ingazar... 
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Deep insole | knew Ub way only wishful thinking, but | 
really hoped the Yorwie with the alew entitiey woul 
ewentually be lost Ww the vastnesy of the multwerse anol 
never make it back to Ingazar. Nevertheless, | was not at 
oll surprised whew it eventually entered the galaxy. 
Soow everybody ow the planet way glad to know the 
space expeolitiow of the Sternhemm way successful, but | 
way scared ay never before. For the time being, all | 
coulol do way contact a most Wvalualle ally anol frieno, 
nrform huw what way going ow, and ask for hiw urgent 
help: 
“Are you sure about i, SandvaP? AU thy sounds 
incredible!” saicl Peter of the Stary after | had finished 
tun. 
“1 know what I've experienced, Peter! We must eliminate 
them, before Uy too late!” 


“So, whet caw wet do now?” he askeol, full of concern. 


“I'w not at al wre... but we must find a way to destroy 
the vorwip anol all those beingy Usidle before they lana 
ow Ingazar; ano they are landing thy ewening!”’ 
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“Hows Sandya? There iy almost no- time Left Baus 
we destroy them all before they come Ww contact with the 
humaw population?” 

I've never knoww Peter of the Stary to sound so- helpless 
before... 

“The Yarship took off frow the gorge of Helganziio; Ww all 
probability U will land there too’, | sata hesitantly. 

By twilight Peter and | left the ylic Lebranw tower; 
torrent at Us foot, and headed to the gorge of the 
mountaiw Helganziio: First we hao meditated together 
holding hands falling deep into trance, | haol got out of 
my booly anol urged Peter to follow wits thank Godless 





Ut had workeot... 


Finally sanding ona mountaw top over Helganziio, we 
admire the magical, rocky landscape that spread 
avrounn uy Steep mountain soley untrodcden for 
thousandly of yeary, so majestic ano Umposing under the 
moonlight Aw Unpressive, round edifice with a vaulted 
roof, all made of glittering, purple-coloured, Yainlesy 
metal, stoool ow a flattened rock oppowte us: 





war astounded to see Sank take one step towardly her 
Reret asigner, who war... 


“Our misionw Ww weeessfully accomplished, Your 


Highness, Venor of Yrkanial” 


“Fine”, he responded erm. “So, you have uycovered aw 
interesting Ufe form, which can offer the Yrkanianw 
Ewmpure unimagnable potentialities, as you haye 
mentrongeou...”” 

“Exactly, Your Highness! It wa most powerful kind of 
cell that caw take over any Uving organism anol Unttate 
Uy apperance, actually rendering ita surperlor being...” 
“Superior? | dowt know what you mean by that’, 
replied Venor pensive. “I need samples!” 

“Samplesr”? the tone of Sandy voue sounded kinda 
vronge, maybe wonie. “Of course, we do have some 
sampley for you to re anol wondler!”’ 


| bout Uke her widlle pnrle at all. 
Right next instant the mutation hao already begun. 


“By Asmodleus!” Venor'y cry reverberated fearful all 
around, 


Next moment he drew hy laser weapon, ay the ew 
capta.w Sank, now a mirtant abommarhle ay hell, tried 
to- pounce ow the prince with her dreadful clawy that 
Yrone Uke silver blades. He stepped asiole just W time, 
yumultantously fring at the shape shifter. The monster 
war wounded, whith meany even more dangerouy, it 
groaned loudly ano the whole builoling shook. Venor 
watched terrified how the other crew membery frow the 
Sternhetm were changing too, finally infecting hin oww 
guardy. One of them, sill W humaw form, sought to 
attack the prince, but he warded hiw off with a fast 
front kick. 


“You thowldwt have done that, prince Venor of 
Yrkanial” srowtedl the fallew enemy Ww a sarcamic tone. 


Thew he sprang ow hwy feet at once, rapidly changing 
Unto a tame, gruesome monster with multyale layery of 
jogged teeth Ww Uy cavernovy mouth Venor stoool there 
frozew, unalhle to face the unholy wght 


Almost mstinetwely, | sought to fight the monstery with 
wereinve astral blasty, whith wemedl to work for a 
while, They all stepped hack and crouched together for 
a few momenty, ay they felt a kind of electric shock 
connlse ther bovlies. Peter tredl to attack wmtlarly, but 
he dwt have enough energy for that 


“| dowt think | caw go ow Uke thy, Sandra’, he only 
soiol, meaning hy astral projectiow woul soow be over. 
Iw the meanwhtle, Venor took advantage of the enemies 
wololew retreat anol fired again with hiv laser weapow, 
exterminating four of them who writhed ano screamed 
of despair, before they were reduced to fried, oozing 
flesh. 

Right after Venor gave an oral order ow hw bracelet 
telecom; seconoy later an atr vessel approached the 
open and the prince jumped through the arched 
window Umole the flying saucer — just Ww tme, ay the 
monstery were about to assault huw aga. 

“Peter”, | said then Ww a low voce, “we must Leave now!” 


So ovr astral hooiey abandoned the wte Unmediately, 
flying away from that mountaw top, whtth way 
bombarded at once by the fleeing Yrkaniaw ay vessel. 
AW those mutants ue there were surely dead, but the 


nightmare way just begurntng... 
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“How we actually helped Venor escape, | strll havew't 
undtlerstoool” complained Peter after awakening. 
“Dow+t be such a chilol, Peter’, | admonished him. “Soow 
we are going to have much more seriovy problems”? 


It wasnt long before we had to abandlow Lebrann; the 
old tower war srololenly attackedl by an army of dreadful) 
monstery ano we had to fight harad for our Uvey ana 
souls. Fortunately, we were able to reach the cellar ano 
escape through a secret passage. 

“I only wonder’, sarod Peter ay we were running uy the 
Youry Ww the narrow gallery, “how they diucoveredl our 
biding place so- quickly...” 

Whew we finally reached the enol of the passageway ano 
got out Ww the fre air, we were greatly relieved to final 
out my spacecraft was Hill intact Yet, we haol to use our 
laser guny Ww order to get rio of some monstery that 
wrroundlea Ut Right after, we got w ana flew to safety — 
| hoped... 


Iw the meantime, the situation ow the planet got worse 
and worse: gruesome alieny of variovy formy and wey 
plagued mankind, killing a lot, while producing more 
ano more of ther kinds terror and despaw reigned 
ewerywhere. Peter felt helalesy, anol so- iol I... 

Nevertheless, we followed the trail of the miasmma, 
alwayy changing disguise, taking special care not to 
attract attention. We followed, vestigated, watched, hit 
andl raw whew necessary. What devastated us most, way 


the fact that uU waw't alwayy posruble to foresee the rar 
of monstery and hele those W need. At a tme we 
watthed a huge, tentacle monster fall down upow a 
yood vehicle; Uy dryer tried to get out but Ut way too 
late: he way Uterally washed under the monster'y 
incredule bulk, Another time we arrived too late to save 
some people who worked Ww a warehouse; shape wiftery 
hao already Mmvaded the place and killed everyone 
mole, apart frow aw few of thew who were infected. 


It wos a few days Later Z : 
whew Peter stepped into the I 
old glasy house where we 
ad found refuge, beaming 
of self-confidence. 

“Where have you been, 
Peter? | dowt Uke 4 whew 
you are out there alone for 
houry” | remarked. 





“So, Venor w Ml here...” | 
vghed w frustration. 

“Yes, he iy and he Mmtendy 
to use the hooly matchery to 
hwy oww urterest?” 

“Peter”, | mterruetead hiw “Are you sure they haven't 
tokew notice of you?” 

“Of course they havent!” 


“So... what have you found out?” 


“It wor Venor who ordered the monsters to attack 
Lebrann!}”? 


“To tell you the truth, | hao suspected that...” 


“He seeks a way to control the shape shiftery and use 
thew ay a military weapon! A special meeting with 
exoptoloyguty ano military experty wil take place 
tomorrow night, under the Pyramol of Erebus!” 
“Pyramtol of Erebus” | smcleal diffiolent “Are you wre? 
There are no pyramtdly Ww thy continent!” 

“Yet, there w one ity a night cub W the northern 
outskirty of the city, ano Ut looky exactly Uke a black 
pyran” 
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Peter way right: The night club looked quite Unpresive, 
ax Ut had the srape of a perfect pyramto; U way built of 
a black, guttering, glass-Uke srbstance andl stood mole 
a transparent olome that represented a vorry, night sky 
-ay UF Ut belonged to another world. The structure way 
really stunning, but | could sense it emitted rather 
nervous However, they kept coming, more ano more of 
them, until the place was full; undoubtedly loty of 
urndtlerhano dealingy were taking place W there... 

Peter war especially fascinating that nights hix hair was 
dyed black and he had casual clothey on, which 
vhowen off hy vender figure; he way also wearing dark 
glasses, whith enhanced hiv outlandish charm evew 
more. Ay soow ay we entered the club, all womew turned 
anol looked at him Ww admiration; | hugged ano kissed 
him passionately, just to denote hiv was mine, only 


wink He was quete surpriedd at my reaction, whith 
made hiw evew more attractwe. 

We sat at a reserved tale at the woe of the exit, so that 
“They are going to be here sooner or later’, saiol Peter w 
a low voice. “We must be carefull’, 

“Yet, U & strange, why here?” | wondered. 


Certainly, that wawt the appropriate place for a 
“| guesy we shall find out soow” he vghed. “I only 
hope...” 

“What Peter?” 


“There are loty of people here and we certainly dowt 
know who Ww what.. | only hope we get out of here w 
one rece!” 

There way wlence betweew uy for a few minitey. Then... 


“Look! They are here!” announced Peter, Wighty 
touching my hand. 

Indeed, the prince of Yrkania accompaniea by four of 
hiy mew had just passed the thresholoy all fle were 
wearing casual clothes anol looked Like handsome, yet 
orllinary men. 

AW of a sudden, Venor turned Left ano gave me aw 
indifferent look; | couldwt tell whether he had 
recognized uy or not | was dressed Wn a casual, quite 
femmine outfit and my hair way dyed blonad; | also 
wore big, dark glassey — whith was a trend Ww that place 
ano tue; moreover, there was a distance between uy 


anol the prince, ay well ay wmoke frow varlouy Huff... 


Venor ano hin mew walked to the bar anol talked Like 
ordinary patrons for a while; | saw the barman noo 
Nightly, thew the prince ano hiv escort turned round 
andl paced to the exit: 


“Unbelievalle... thiy coulol meaw that...” stammered Peter 
otounded, as the party of fwe way getting out of the 
chi. Those mew were certainly not srentisty or military 
experts. 

Obviously, what Peter had Listened toe wast the whole 
truths most probably, they hao got wind of hum... 
“Peter”, | sata Wa feeble voice. We must go now!” 

No sooner had we stooo up, than a vriey of horrible, 
crasring noues filled the seffocating atmosphere. A 
tlanic, greenish beast with jagged teeth and powted 
horny all over Us body had just rushed WwW, wmply 
smoyring the thick, glass-—Uke wall opposte us 

“What the hell” cried Peter. 


That way only the first monster that attackeo next 
moment more of them dashed to the club shattering 
big party of the wally chaos, havoc, panic reigned all 
over the place W no time Nevertheless, some of the 
patrons looked rather calm, -before changing Wmto 
vole, beingy, wrule othery, those who were ordinary 
humany, s“reameo of terror and sought to escape 
desperately. Yet, it way clear there way no way out, ay 
the shape shifters wremed to be everywhere, blocking 
every possible exit 

“Peter! We must fight” | shouted. 


Next stant Peter anol | sprang forth with our laser 
weapons Ww hand. | fired at the greenuh monster at 
once; Ut dropped dead before Ut hadi pounced ow a party 
of three patrons, who split “reaming W terror. Right 
after, Peter anol | stood back to back ana kept firing at 
the adtwanting monstery very fast anol very accurately, 
exterminating quite a few of them; there way no margu 
for hesttationy of mistakes. However, U4 way obviouy that 
two laser guny were not enough against all those alilew 
ahomumationy at tuney wt had to change portions or 
perforw acrobatic jumpy and manoetwwrey so ay to avo 
being assaulted or ewen fected by fangs, claws or 
tentacles. StL, we kept ow shooting all around Like 
crazy. So, thus w was the “meeting” was all about, | 
pondered, Just an experiment for Venor to see those 


Suddenly, a long tentacle way covlead around my right 
orm, making me drop my Laser gum. Mere instinct urged 
me to- gray a bottle of water with the left hand and use 
itaya weapon. Thin w how! eentually figured out that 
water destroyed alien celly and turned wirtanty WMmto 
humany agorn 

I sprung behind the bar anol gota water hose from a fire 
extinguisher; with that | sprinkled everybooly who way 
near enough, restoring the humaw forw to the wfected, 
or exterminating the original aliens. Ay soow as Peter 
on the othery saw what water oo to the monstery, the 
countoloww for the hooly wmatchery had already begun; 
w the meanwhile, | could sense ther feelingy towards 
me; they all, the alieny included, aodwiredl mez... 

AU of a wrololew, the hose got tuck W a corner of the har 


ano there way no more water! “Damned” | swore ana 
thew | came face to face with aw outraged srape Wnrfter 
who sought to attack me, springing over the bar. Thank 
Godloless, Peter way near ano threw a Ing glassy of water 
at him. Next moment the monster fell hack, writhing of 
pon, Peter firushed Ut off with hw laser gun ano | 
could breath freely agai. 

The remaining beast, soow took to their heey ano 
abandoned the ruined clu, Leaving me, Peter ano the 
rest of the survivory breathless but relieved beyond 
wordy. Not only were we stil alive, but we had also 
discovered the right weapow to fight against all those 
body matehery Ww whole. 


Ay about Venor, after the frasco- of the aliew war beasts, 
he way never sew ow the planet again he certainly 
haowt+ takew that failure of hy well at all and he 
wool soow resort to a certo kind of consolation... 
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“Allow her wl” Venor'y voue reverberated through the 
telecow device. The metal door of hty chamber opened 
andl a gorgeous, young woman entered. He way astounded 
wearing a see-through, fly, red drey with a 
provocatwe corsage; her hatr way redl, wavy, anol long to 
her warst; big, dark glasses concealed her eyes. 


“I'ww here to satufy the renowned prince Venor of 
Yrkania!” she announced W a low, sensual voice, 
“Goool, very gooo’, he said wwling. 

Thew he approached the girl and brought his army 


around her nakedl srovlolers. 

“You are really dazzling miss...” 

At that mowent | took the dark glasses off and 
introduced myself: “My name ww Sandra Andlersow, you 
cree”? 

“That's... thats Unpossuble! How iol you get here?” he 
vommeredl, stepping back. 

“It woullu't be the first time!” | repliecl angrily. 

“What are you doing here?” he wondered. 

“I'w here to gwe you a good lesson for being weh a 
serpent!” 

“That'y only wishful thinking, Sanora; not so clever of 
you” he sara, hry eyes glowing with sorte. 

“How coulo you put the whole of humanity Ww such 
danger?” | went ow Mndlignant “Your quest for absolute 
power &w wck}” 

“You are Ww no position to juolge me!” 

“.clarw all tyranty of the universe!” 


Next instant he sought to fire at me with htiy laser guw 
but | way prepared for that a fast flying kick of mine 
lisarmedd hiw just i time. We fought wildly for a few 
endlesy minutes, hip martial art skilly were surely 
inproved ano | would soow be trea. At a moment he 
attacked with by strong futy but | parredl the blow with 
ow outward movement of my right forearm. Thew | hut 
huw with a back kick, whith made hiw lost balance 
for a moment, yet, as he fell hack we way prompt enough 
to retrieve hiy weapon. He shot me at once; | sprang anode 


but not fast enough: the laser ray wounded my Left 
whouloler anol | sereamed ano exhaustion, | just couldn't 
go ow Uke that... 


Summoning uy all my energy, | ignored the patw ano 
Jumped ue with a loud martial ery; | hardly avowed 
another laser beaw by performing a somersault ow atr, 
furally landing ow Venor'y chest Av he way takew by 
wurprise ano fell down, | stroke a hard blow ow hy 
vernuw with the woe of my hand. He grimaced of parw 
anol just lay there breathlesy, | could have finished him 
off at that moment but Unsead | sat down near him, 
completely exhausted. 

“Listen, Sanolra, there bw no point Ww fighting on; | dow'+t 
feel Uke Ut any Longer. So, truce?” sat Venor then, 
My rely was aw soft smwle. 


“Just tU me now’, he went on, “why WModleed oid yow 
come here Ww the first place?” 


Story Nineteen: Never Forgotten You 
written from 5” November 


to 17° December, 1994 


Years have passed. 
|, Emma, don’t go to school any more. 


| have been working as a secretary in an import company for two 
years now. 


| don’t like this job, it’s dull and nerve-racking, but | need the 
money. 


Whenever | have a few minutes of spare time, my mind flies back to 
the years of high school and my chaste love for George Dim. 


| remember every single moment we shared, the words we said, the 
little things we did together — all those diamonds in my memory... 


| recall a school visit to the British Museum a dreary morning, when 
we were in the sixth grade. For some moments | was absorbed in 
the famous silkwork ’Takiyasa the Witch and the Skeleton Spectre’, 
made by the ancient Japanese artist Kuniyoshi; it is a ukiyo-e 
woodblock where the conflict between princess Takiyasa and the 
warrior Michukuni is depicted. 


Like hypnotized, | watched the Japanese princess reciting a magic 
spell written on a handscroll, summoning a gigantic, skeleton-like 
spirit, in a desperate attempt to fight the enemy who was just killing 
her brother with his sword. The apparition rears out from the 
darkness, crashing its way through the ruined palace. Too bad she 
didn’t finally manage to save him, as Michukuni and his companion 
defy the dreadful spectre. 


So long for Takiyasa’s original plan to vindicate her dead father by 
means of magic... 


Nevertheless, seldom does a story ends at its ending; it goes on and 
on, through time, space and dimensions, creating sequences of 
occurrences in the astral or the material worlds. 


As | shut my eyes for a couple of moments, | could strongly feel 
such 4 sequence of events was about to begin... 


* KK KK 


“| hope you know what you are doing, Mark!” said Jace, an 
Yrkanian elite warrior. 


“Of course | do!” replied the other one confident. 


| was astounded to see Mark, one of Venor’s elite warriors, whom | 
had met once in a doomed planet... 


“This prehistoric artifact is one of a kind!” he went on with sparkling 
eyes. “It’s made of a precious kind of gemstone that no longer 
exists in this sector of the universe! The Solar Flower is worth 
trillions of units and we now have it! Sandra Anderson would die to 
get it! Pretty soon she will be here, right into our trap! Just trust 
me!” 


“I’m not so sure, Mark; how could she ever find out about this 
anyway? Try to be reasonable!” 


“You don’t know Sandra Anderson’, answered Mark cunningly. 
“She may have already discovered us!” 


Clever boy, | thought as | was watching them behind the arched 
entrance of the safety room, in the Yrkanian base “G45” on the 
fringes of the Empire. How | got there is a very long and tortuous 
story... But ever since | arrived, alarms had been neutralized, codes 
had been hacked, locked doors had been forced. But | had to be 
even more careful and faster from now on; | couldn’t risk my being 
detected too soon. 


“That woman disgraced me on Planet Doom", Mark kept talking, 
actually to himself. “I’ll never forget... in that crater...” 


“You lost a fight, Mark”, said Jace. “You just lost a fight!” 


“I never lose, anyhow! She won because she tricked me!” 
Is this what he’s told them? | wondered. 


“But the time has come for me to take my revenge!” exclaimed 
Mark with a brief smile. “She will definitely come here and we shall 
fight again, this time my way!” 

| took a furtive look at the Solar Flower; it actually looked like a 
crystal lotus flower with innumerable petals of different colours; it 
was exquisitely beautiful, shining bright inside a transparent show- 
case placed on a gray, marble table between the two men. Yes, | 
definitely wanted it... 


At that moment | perceived a soft, flapping sound behind me; | 
turned round at once and came face to face with... 
Ez = : >. 
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“Agatha!” | stuttered as | saw her, the only female member of 
Mark’s team, aiming at me with her laser weapon. 


“Do not move, Sandra Anderson!” she ordered. 


| certainly didn’t intend to just stay there and get caught. As | 
sprang abruptly towards her she fired at once, fortunately without 
success, for | moved sideways right on time. Then | had to perform 
a quick somersault in air so as to avoid her next laser ray. As soon as 
| landed on my feet, the dynamic voice of Jace reverberated all over 
the place: 


“Freeze, Sandra!” he shouted, aiming at me with two laser weapons. 


“You see how right | was?” said Mark ironically, his eyes daggers of 
fury. 


“So, it was you who combined this right from the start...” | told him 
with a skeptical mien. 


“| have unsettled accounts with you, Sandra”, he replied grimly. 
“Yes, all this was my idea right from the start! You are going to pay 
for what you did to me while on Planet Doom!" 


For a moment my mind travelled to those marvellous few hours | 
had kept him as my prisoner of war, long ago. | smiled bitterly; too 
bad he had considered our love affair as personal disgrace... 


“Come on, Mark’, | smiled broadly. “We both know how much 
you enjoyed it...” 


“He enjoyed what, Sandra?” wondered Agatha. 


| barely ducked in time to dodge his laser beam aimed at me; he 
tried again, and so did the others; pretty soon | had to confront all 
five of them. | performed all kinds of acrobatic moves, somersaults 
and jumps, as if | had no bones in my body, in a frenetic attempt to 
avoid being struck by their laser beams or magnetic boomerangs. 


My escape through the forced, open door was swift and accurate 
like jazz ballet. | managed to get away safe and sound, yet | already 
considered my mission a failure, for | had just lost the privilege of 
surprise. 


The next meeting of the Yrkanian elite warriors took place right 
after my escape and it proved to be more interesting than usual: 


“What did she mean by telling you “We both know how much you 
enjoyed it?” Agatha asked Mark. 


“Nothing! She is sick in the mind!” replied Mark obviously agitated. 


Then they contacted prince Venor through the telecom device. 
After they had explained everything, his response left them all 
dumbfounded. 


“Message received; we shall be waiting for you”, uttered Mark 
pensive. 


* KK KK 


Mark’s team of elite warriors must have done a great scouring job, 
since they managed to find my refuge so quickly in that endless, 
rocky wilderness with the innumerable smoking knolls. | could 
already hear Mark’s loud voice as they were approaching: 


“She must be hidden in here! Follow me!” 


They got into the cave at once and began to explore the semi-dark 
tunnels very carefully, while | was already planning my way out. 


“What's that noise?” asked Agatha. 
“What noise?” wondered Jace. 
They all stood still for a moment and listened. 


“lL can hear it too; it’s a distant sound, like wind blowing through 
the tunnels” said Mark; then he paused for a second. “It’s her! She 
must not escape!” he exclaimed and pulled his laser gun out. So did 
the others. 


It was their special training and skills that saved them from being 
run over by my transformable vehicle which now had the form of a 
motorcycle speeding through the tunnel. All five of them split and 
ran like crazy, using the winglike mantles of their uniforms to 
perform incredible manoeuvres on the ground or on the rocky 
walls. Right after they sought to stop me with their laser weapons 
but it was too late for that. 


Finally | was out; my vehicle had already been transformed into a 


hovercraft, which was about to take off. At that moment | 
discerned a familiar figure in the distance; | recognized prince 
Venor, armed with a peculiar, heavy weapon, undoubtedly waiting 
for me. 


| barely had the time to glance at him, just a second before taking 
off, as he lifted that weapon and aimed at my aircraft. All of a 
sudden | felt so vulnerable... 


The first feeble vibrations soon got stronger and then stronger; | 
realized my aircraft had just been struck by an electromagnetic 
oscillator; this means all engines and machinery of my air vessel 
would stop working within a few moments. | could have been 
ejected out of the cockpit by pushing a single button, but 
something heavy was detached from its place and fell right on my 
head. After that, all was blur; | was sunk into a dark vortex, still 
knowing the air vessel was heading downwards and | could do 
nothing to control it. The fire started just at the moment of 
impact. 


"She's still in there!” cried Agatha. 
“Maybe still alive!” added Mark. 







—"Shouldn’t we remove the body?” 
P asked Jace. 


"I going there to see for myself!” 
announced Venor and __ started 
| running to the burning aircraft. 


“No, Your Highness! It might 

s explode any minute!” shouted Terry, 

PF i a corpulent guy who was the fourth 
/) member of the team. 


Yet, Venor wouldn’t listen; he 
reached the crashed aircraft within a 
| few minutes; he hesitated for a 
LPO Mea couple of moments before the rising 
cee then he saaned into the cockpit through the shattered 


canopy. 


“What the hell is he doing?” cried Kirk; he was thin and very young, 
maybe an adolescent, yet qualified enough to be the fifth member 
of the team. 


“Look! He is carrying her out!” cried Agatha, pointing at Venor 
who was just getting out of the burning air vessel, holding Sandra in 
his arms. 


“We've got her... and she is still alive!” announced Venor as soon as 
he approached his elite warriors. 


* KK KK 


White fire blazing around me... intense hegt... never ending pain... | 

gasp for breath, suffocate for ever. Rough hands suddenly on my 
breasts... | want to ward off those hands but | can‘ -I’m tied to the 

iron frame of a bed... | have no sense of time, | can’t tell how long 

Ive been lying on that bed... the hands are tearing my uniform, 

parting my thighs... I’m held down, violated, again and again... lam 

still suffocating breathless... yet, | no longer have the will to fight... 

a fierce face over me, it looks so familiar... strong hands are tearing 

away the last tatters of my uniform... pain and terror, interwoven 

with lust and delight... a part of me wishes this horror to be over, 

another part wishes it to go on... until | come to myself sighing of 
agony and pleasure... | stare at prince Venor, over me... | feel so 
exhausted... 


‘You didn’t need to be so ferocious’, | say to him in q low, tired 
voice. 


“1... l’m sorry!” he stammers bewildered. 


Next moment he left me alone and walked out of the gray, low- 
ceilinged cell; | shut my eyes in frustration and sank into deep sleep. 
When | eventually woke up, | was still tied to the iron bed; 
nevertheless, | didn’t feel so helpless any more. Taking two, three 
deep breaths, | relished the benevolent sense of power surging in 
every cell of my body. Getting rid of my manacles and away from 
that dungeon was now a piece of cake... 


* KK KK 


Kirk was the first elite warrior | met after my escape; he was 
guarding the corridor outside my cell and looked kinda 
flabbergasted as he saw me walking towards him stark naked. 


“Do not... do not move!” he stuttered, aiming his laser weapon at 
me. 


He tried to fire as he saw me running to him but the gun seemed to 
be out of order; reaching him, | stuck him against the wall and 
kissed him so passionately that stole all air from his lungs; he hardly 
bore any resistance, then he collapsed to the floor breathless. 
Within a few seconds, | was wearing his elite warrior uniform. 


| moved around the Yrkanian base quickly, stealthily and carefully 
as an elf, taking special care not to be noticed by any of the other 
elite warriors, every step bringing me closer and closer to the Solar 
Flower. | was almost there, when | suddenly heard a very familiar 
voice ringing behind me: 


“You didn’t think you could linger in an Yrkanian base entirely 
unobserved, did you?” 


Turning around at once, | faced Venor aiming at me with his laser 
weapon. 


“Don't move!” ordered Mark, who was just arriving together with 
the others. Only Kirk was missing. 


“She is wearing Kirk’s uniform!” cried Agatha in astonishment. 
“What did you do to him?” asked Terry in a harsh voice. 
At that moment Kirk rushed in, wearing a different uniform. 


“| think | know what you mean, Mark, by saying she disgraced 
you!" he remarked, aiming his gun at me. 


Mark blushed and gave him an angry look. 
“Drop your gun now!” Jace cried to me. 


“I don’t have a gun", | replied sincerely, my slight smile bewildering 


all of them. “But | have this!” | exclaimed right after and launched 
an astral blast against them, simultaneously jumping aside so as to 
dodge several laser beams and magnetic boomerangs. | fought 
really well, but | knew | couldn't go on like this for long against five 
elite warriors and the prince of Yrkania. Springing up on the air to 
avoid being struck by their weapons, | felt the urge to set free all the 
power seething in my veins; | raised my right hand to the ceiling 
and produced an impressive astral fluid effect, that immediately 
covered the whole room with a bright white light. All enemies 
stepped back in awe. 


“Be careful, all of you!” | heard Venor crying. 


Next moment | was overwhelmed by a kind of brown bulk that fell 
on me, pushing me violently down on the floor. It was Terry who 
had attacked me from behind, taking me by surprise. His action 
interrupted my astral attack, creating however an overload of inner 
force inside me. Namely, | was out of control... 


Next moment Terry was hurled against the opposite wall and 
knocked out in spite of his instinctive attempt to protect his head 
with his muscular arms. All the others were just staring at the scene 
flabbergasted. 


Laser guns were aimed at me, yet stayed inert. Control screens, 
power units, telecom devices, computers were suddenly dead. | 
could perceive the slightest motion of the enemies, as they were 
getting ready to assault me again, despite the odds; their persistence 
only made me smile. 





“How little you know me’, | chuckled, as | launched another astral 
blast, which neutralized all of them — or so | thought... 


When the air got clearer, | noticed that Mark was nowhere to see. 


* KK KK 


Mark wasn’t in the safety room and the Solar Flower was not in its 
transparent show-case. 


“Damned!” | swore and fled at once. 


| crossed endless corridors and lots of chambers, fast as an arrow, 
almost dematerialized. The power was still very strong inside me, 
but that wouldn’t last long. Soon | paused, feeling my heart 
pounding. Where can he be? | wondered, knowing he was still 
somewhere in the base; he would never abandon his companions. 


| had just reached one of the most remote rooms on the highest 
level of the base, when a sharp, hissing sound made me turn around 
and duck barely in time to avoid being struck by a magnetic 
boomerang. | wasn’t able to intercept Mark’s personal attack as well: 
a really powerful front kick of his made me collapse on the shiny, 
green floor, with my head spinning. 


“This is where it all ends, Sandra!” he said in a rough voice. “It’s just 
you and me here, fighting for the Solar Flower!” 


“I will get it!” | replied decisively, looking furtively at the precious 
item. 


It was placed on a round table in the middle of the room, under a 
thick, golden light that was shed from a round opening on the 
ceiling. 

“I've waited enough for this moment’, he went on with fiery eyes. 
“It’s high time you paid for all that dishonour you caused me then, 
on Planet Doom!” 


“Dishonour?” | mocked. “I thought you had a really wonderful time 
then!” 


My ironic comment angered him even more, and he attacked again 


outraged; hardly dodging his magnetic boomerang, | pounced on 
him at once, so as to prevent him from using it again. A quick blow 
of his elbow on my right temple made me dizzy, groaning of pain; 
he kept on slipping away like a flow of mercury, successfully 
partying all my blows. He assaulted me once again as | got closer to 
the Solar Flower, and | barely stopped him with a strong punch on 
his face; he fell back and rolled on the floor with extreme 
suppleness, while | was reaching out for the precious item. 





Next moment he was kneeling down on his right knee, ready to 
hurl the boomerang again; | took the Solar Flower in my left hand 
and launched q terrible astral blast with my right one. The whole 
room was drenched in a white light; the boomerang was 
demagnetized and fell down inert, and Mark collapsed on the floor 
stunned. In no time | was standing over him. 


“What are you waiting for? Kill me!” he lisped, completely worn 
out. 


| rode on him and kissed him softly on his lips; he didn’t resist at all. 
As my fingers caressed his neck gently, slowly going down to his 
chest, a slight motion of his muscles showed he intended to react — 
but | neither had the time nor was | in the mood for more fighting. 
My hands slipped back to his throat again, and pressed the right 


nerve on his nape. 


"So long, Mark!” | whispered to him, just a moment before he lost 
his senses. 


* KK OK K 


Such a precious gem should only be kept in the right place — that is 
the safest place in the universe, a semi-material asteroid known as 
Eldyla. 


It wasn’t long before Peter and | reached the ancient city of Rocira 
that lies in the carmine desert beyond the Nameless Lagoon. | had 
never visited that site before, but it looked quite fascinating with its 
innumerable stone arches still in good condition, although they 
were carved by long forgotten artists very long ago; its only 
inhabitants were now the icy winds blowing through the dark 


crypts. 


Without uttering a 
word, we passed the 
central pillars to the 
Temple of the Old | 
Gods. There was 
nothing in that black 
marble edifice but 
whirling dust, hissing 
air draughts and an 
overwhelming sense of 
lost glories. 


We moved on with 
slow, cautious steps, ¥ 
till we were in front of 
a big, platinum slab 
embedded on the wall; | 
it bore a weird relief of 
a blue, naked angel 
playing an ancient | 





musical instrument. For a couple of moments | stared at it, 
bedazzled. Then | noticed the slab was actually a door — a door to a 
crypt that had been empty for centuries. 


“Here we are”, said Peter in a calm voice. 


After everything was said and done properly, | deserved some days 
of real vacations. As my beloved Peter and | were getting into the 
serene, topaz waters of the Nameless Lagoon, he suddenly said to 
me with a tone of suspicion in his voice: 


“Nevertheless, | still haven’t understood why Mark has been so cross 
with you since your encounter on Planet Doom!” 


* KK KK 


At that moment my reverie was interrupted by George’s clarion 
voice: 


“Oh, here you are Emma! Tell me, which exhibit did you like 
most?” 


He had just come near me, his face glowing of vividness. 


“I think... this one’, | stammered full of happiness, showing him the 
silkwork of Kuniyoshi. 


“It’s quite impressive”, admitted George after having a good look at 
it. “Oh, by the way, what mark did you get in the history test we 
had last week?” 


“I got an 18”, | replied, still not believing he was interested. 
“Really? Me too!” he said smiling. 

It is all over now, but | have never forgotten you, George. 
So, now what? 


So, now what? 


HHH 


Points of Contact 


Original contacts are those I experienced in the year 1994, 
while writing the original, illuminated manuscript. 


Postdated contacts are the ones I experienced in the year 
2021, while typing the digital version on my computer. 
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Story 14, 8" January 1994 (original): In the afternoon I 
write about the yacht in the lake, surrounded by lightning. 
Just a short time later, I happen to watch a cartoon on TV 
(American Story), where there is a characteristic scene with 
a ship surrounded by lightning. 


Story 14, 24" May 2021 (postdated): In the morning I type 
on the computer that Emma is watching a handsome guy on 
a bus; he gets off three bus stops later. In the evening there 
is a film on TV (Eagle Eye), where a woman watches a man 
who gets on the metro; he is ordered through mobile phone 
to get off three bus stops later. 


Story 15, 3 April 1994 (original): In the morning I write 
about Sandra reaching the ancient elephant cemetery and the 
monster Jasonne, while Peter and other members of the 
desert tribe are imprisoned by Venor. Jn the evening I watch 
a Tarzan film on TV; there is a wild tribe in a desert, a beast 
that threatens them, an elephant cemetery nearby, and an 
enemy who captures the hero. 


Story 15, 9" April 1994 (original): Early in the afternoon I 
write about the sea by the desert, and underwater 
exploration and schools of fish swimming all around. A few 
hours later, my friend Marula decides to go and buy an 


aquarium. Moreover, I happen to read a Mickey Mouse 
comic, where there are scenes of a sea by a desert, as well 
as underwater exploration among schools of fish. 


Story 16, 2" June 1994 (original): In the morning I write 
about Venor being injured on the chest by an arrow. Some 
hours later I watch an adventure film on TV, where the hero, 
who looks like Venor, gets injured on the chest by knives. 
Moreover, my uncles Andrew gets a heart attack. 


Story 16, 4" June 1994 (original): Early in the afternoon I 
write about the invasion in the castle, where people fight 
with swords. Late at night, I watch a film on TV where there 
is an invasion in a castle and people fight with swords. 


Story 16, 7" June 1994 (original): In the afternoon I write 
and draw a scene of Sandra standing by a nice window; in 
front of it there is a bench covered with cushions. A few 
hours later I watch a film on TV; there is a scene where the 
protagonist enters a room through a nice window, in front of 
which there is a bench covered with cushions. 


Story 16, 9" June 2021 (postdated): Early in the morning I 
write about Pedro and his death. /n the afternoon, I 
suddenly hear my mother say to me: “You know what I see... 
Pedro now...”. She pauses for a moment, then she tells me 
something about the leaves of the trees outside. In all 
probability she wasn't aware of uttering that name... 


Story 16, 15" July 1994 (original): In the afternoon I write 
about Sandra, who gets fulminated in the heart. A Jittle later 
my sister has a strong pain in the heart and she goes to 
hospital; it is nothing serious. 


Story 16, 29" July 1994 (original): In the morning I write 
and draw a scene about Venor being tied to a pillar. /n the 
evening there is a film on TV where a man, who looks like 


Venor, is tied to a pillar. 


Story 17, 8" August 1994 (original): In the afternoon | 
write about Sandra's sad thoughts as she is facing the sunset. 
Next evening I am at the beach with someone I don't really 
like, and I watch the sunset full of sad thoughts. 


Story 17, 9" August 1994 (original): In the afternoon I 
write about Sandra accosting Peter silently from behind; she 
opens up his shirt and tenderly caresses his naked chest; he 
turns his head and kisses her softly. Next morning, as I walk 
along Panepistimiou Avenue, I suddenly notice see a young 
woman accosting her boyfriend from behind; she caresses 
his chest under the half-open shirt tenderly, he turns his 
head and kisses her softly. 


Story 17, 2" September 1994 (original): In the afternoon I 
write about the explosion of the Destiny. Next morning at 
work I hear that a bomb exploded in the house of our boss 
last night; at least, nobody was there... 


Story 18, 18" October 1994 (original): In the evening I 
write about a monster falling down upon a vehicle and 
killing a man. Next morning, a bus arriving at the bus 
terminus near my workplace, was suddenly out of control 
and fell upon some people who were waiting at the bus 
stop; two or three of them were killed. 


Story 19, 5” November 1994 (original): In the afternoon I 
write about Emma reminiscing her love, George Dim, while 
at work as a secretary in an office. Two days later, a guy I 
really liked visited me in the office where I work as a 
secretary. 


Story 19, 2" December 1994 (original): In the afternoon | 
write about Sandra crashing in her air craft because of an 
electromagnetic wave. A few hours later I happen to watch 
an adventure film on TV, where a plane crashes because of 
an electromagnetic wave. 


Story 19, 16" December 1994 (original): In the morning I 
write about Mark being defeated by Sandra. “What are you 
waiting for? Kill me!” he asks from her. Jn the afternoon I 
watch a serial on TV where a similar scene takes place: 
Two men fight and the loser says to the winner: “Come on, 
kill me now!” 
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